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PREFACE 


1 3 OETRY was originally intended to expreſs our 
= Gratitude to the Divinity, and teach Mankind 
the moſt important Precepts of Religion. This 
yas the Uſe made of it by the ancient Hebrews, and 
hat lively and animated Beauties are to be found in 
heir divine Canticles ! Rivers rolling back to their 
Source ; Seas opening and flying with Fear; Mountains 
ipping, and Hills melting like Wax; Heaven and 
Tarth 3 and liſtening with Awe and Silence; 
ll Nature in Motion and ſhaking at the Preſence of its 
Author. | ; | a , 
But Poetry was ſoon applied to different Subjects, 
hough it a long Time preſerved ſome Traces of its Ori- 
vin. Heſiod wrote the Genealogies of the Gods in Verſe, 
nd a very ancient Poet compoſed the Hymns, generally 
mputed to Homer ; and others of the ſame Kind were 
afterwards wrote by Callimachus. And even thoſe 
ompoſed upon very different Subjects conducted and de. 
ided the Events they related by the Intervention of Di- 
inities. They inſtructed Mankind to conſider the Gods 
as the Authors of whatever happens in Nature. Homer, 
and the other Poets, conſtantly repreſent them as the ſole 
\rbiters of our Deſtinies. Nothing great or heroic is 
performed but by the Afiiſtance of ſome Divinity. Nor 
are any Truths inculcated with more Attention, than 
hat Valour and Wiſdom are of no Conſequence without 
the Aſſiſtance of Providence. . gt 
The Forming the Manners was another principal View | 
of Poetry, and which is indeed no other than a natural 
Conſequence of the Firſt. We ſhall be ſufficiently con- 
vinced of this, if we only conſider the particular End and 
J!. 
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Was intended to convey Inſtructions diſguiſed under the 


be lamented: And Paſtoral, to ſing the Innocence and 


evident thay have been made to deviate from their ori- 


Songs, they took Occaſion to celebrate their own Fe- 


_ wards improved to a perfect Image of that happy Time 
which, by giving us an Eſteem for the Virtues of a for- 


— 


Deſign of the ſeveral Species of Poetry. The Epic Poem 


Allegory of an important and heroic Action: Ihe Ode, 
to celebrate the Exploits of great Men, in Order to ex. 
Cite a general Imitation in others : Tragedy, to inſpire uz 
with a Deteſtation of Guilt, by painting the fatal Con- 
ſequences that follow it; and with a Veneration for Vir. 
tue, by repreſenting the Rewards and juſt Praiſes that at. 
tend it: Comedy and Satire, to correct whilſt they divert 
us, and wage implacable War with Vice and Folly: 
Elegy, to weep over the Tombs of ſuch as deſerve to 


Pleaſures of rural Life. If any of theſe Kinds of Poetry 
have ſince been employed in a different Manner, it is 


ginal Intention, which was that of rendering Men more 
virtuous and happy. | . IS | 
Every Species of Poetry has its Rules, which, being 
founded on Nature, muſt be obſerved by every one who 
would excel in this agreeable Art; we ſhall therefore 
conſider each Species in particular, and afterwards add 
the principal Rules relating to Engliſh Verſification. 


4 
1 a — * 


Obſervations on Paſtoral Poetry, by Mr. Pope, 


& H E Original of Poetry is aſcribed to that Age 
Which ſucceeded the Creation of the World : And 
as the Keeping of Flocks ſeems to have been the firſt 
Employment of Mankind, the moſt ancient Sort of Poe. 
try was probably Paſtoral. It is natural to imagine, 
that the Leiſure of thoſe ancient Shepherds admitting and 
inviting ſome Diverſion, none was ſo proper to that ſ0- 
litary and ſedentary Life as Singing; and that, in their 


licity. From hence a Poem was invented, and after- 


mer Age, might recommend them to the Preſent, * 
| 0 


FP 
nce the Life of Shepherds was attended with more 
ranquillity than any other rural Employment, the Po- 
ts choſe to introduce their Perſons, from whom it re- 
eived the Name of Paſtoral. , LEY | 
A Paſtoral is an Imitation of the Action of a Shepherd, 

one confidered under that Character. The Form of 
dis Imitation is Dramatic or Narrative, or mixed of 
pth; * the Fable ſimple, the Manners not too polite 
pr too ruſtic; the Thoughts are plain, yet admit a little 
uickneſs and Paſſion, but that ſhort and flowing : the 
xpreſſion humble, yet as pure as the Language will af- 
rd; neat, but not florid ; eaſy, and yet lively. In 
ort, the Fable, Manners, Thoughts, and Expreſſions 
e full of the greateſt Simplicity in Nature. 

The complete Character of this Poem conſiſts in Sim» 

icity, Brevity, and Delicacy ; the two Firſt of which 
nder an Eclogue natural, and the Laſt delightful. 


in 

2 If we capy Nature, it may be uſeful to take this Idea 
ore hong with'us, that Paſtoral is an Image of what they 
add ll the Golden Age So that we are not to deſcribe our 

: epherds as Shepherds at this Day really are, but as 


y may be conceived then to have been, when the 
ſt of Men followed the Employment. To carry this 
ſemblance yet farther, it would not be amiſs to give 
oſe Shepherds ſome Skill in Aſtronomy, as far as it 
ay be uſeful to that Sort of Life. And an Air of Piety 


Age the Gods ſhould ſhine through the Poem, which ſo 
Andhibly appears in all the Works of Antiquity : And it 
firkWoht to preſerve ſome Reliſh of the old Way of Writing; 
Poe · Connections ſhould be looſe, the Narrations and De- 


ine, iptions ſhort, I and the Periods conciſe. Vet, it is not 


ſo gue ſhould be ſo too. For we cannot ſuppoſe Poetry, 
their iithoſe Days, to have been the Buſineſs of Men, but 
Fe- ir Recreation at vacant Hours. 


But, with a Reſpect to the preſent Age, nothing more 
duces to make theſe Compoſures natural, than when 
had = ra co ar 
and Heinſius, in Theocr. + Rapin, de Carm, Paſt. 
iT t Rapin, Reflex, ſur P Art Poet, d' Ariſt, P. 2. 
&A 3 ſome 


Þcient that the Sentences only be brief, the whole E. 


vi „ 

fome Knowledge in rural Affairs is diſcovered. Thi; 
may be made to appear rather done by Chance, than 0 
Deſign, and ſometimes is beſt ſhewn by Inference; left 
by too much Study to ſeem. natural, we deſtroy thateah 
Simplicity from whence ariſes the Delight. For wha 
3s inviting in this Sort of Poetry proceeds not ſo much 
from the Idea of that Buſineſs, as of the Tranquillity of 
a Country Life. : | | 
Me mult therefore uſe ſome Illufion to render a Paſto. 
ral delightful ; and this conſiſts in expoſing the beſt Side 
only of a Shepherd's Life, and in concealing its Mile 


ties. + Nor is it enough to introduce Shepherds diſcourſ$ 


ang together in a natural Way; but a Regard muſt b. 
had to the Subject, that it contain ſome particular Beai 
ty itſelf, and that it be different in every Eclogue. E 
Aides, in each of them a deſigned Scheme or Proſpecti 

to be preſented to our View, which ſhould likewiſe ha! 
its Variety. | This Variety is obtained, in a great De 
gree, by frequent Compariſons, drawn from the mo 
agreeable Objects of the Country; by Interrogations 
Things inanimate ; by beautiful Digreſſions, but tho 
ſhort ; ſometimes by infiſting a little on Circumſtance 
and, laſtly, by elegant Turns on the Words, which rend 
the Numbers extfemely ſweet and pleaſing. As for ti 
Numbers themſelves, though they are properly of t 
Heroic Meaſure, they ſhould be the ſmootheſt, the mt 
_ and flowing imaginable. | FL 

It is by Rules like theſe, that we ought to judge 

Paſtoral. And, fince the Inſtructions given for any 4 
are to be delivered as that Art is in Perfection, they m 
of Neceſſity be derived from thoſe in whom it is acknc 
ledged ſo to be; it. is therefore from the Practice of I. 
- ocritus and Virgil (the only undiſputed Authors of 

toral) that the Critics have drawn the foregoing Notid 
concerning it. e 
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Theocritus excels all others in Nature and Simplicity. 


The Subjects of his Idyllia are purely Paſtoral; but he is 
not ſo exact in his Perſons, having introduced Reapers 


and Fiſhermen as well as Shepherds. He is apt to be 


too long in his Deſcriptions, of which tlfat of the Cup in 
the firſt Paſtoral is a remarkable Inſtance. In the Man- 
ners he ſeems a little defective, for his Swains are ſome- 
times abuſive and immodeſt, and perhaps too much in- 
elining to Ruſticity; for Inſtance, in his Fourth and Fiſth 
Idyllia. But it is enough, that all others learned their 
Excellencies from him, and that his Dialect alone has a 
ſecret Charm in it, which no other could ever attain. 
Virgil, who copies Theocritus, refines upon his Ori- 
ginal: And, in all Points where Judgment is principall 
concerned, he is much ſuperior to his Maſter. Thoug 
ſome of his Subjects are not Paſtoral in themſelves, but 
only ſeem to be ſuch ; they have a wonderful Variety in 
them, which the Greek was a A to. He exceeds 
him in Regularity and Brevity, and falls ſhort of him in 
nothing but Simplicity and Propriety of Style; the firſt 
of which, perhaps, was the Fault of his Age, and the 
laſt of his ß oo ont | 
Among the Moderns, their Succeſs has been greateſt 
who have moſt endeavoured to mug theſe Ancients their 
Pattern. The moſt conſiderable Genius appears in the 
famous Taſſo, and our Spencer. Taſſo, in his Aminta, 
has as far excelled all the Paſtoral Writers, as in his Gie- 
ruſalemme he has out done the Epic Poets of his Country. 
But as this Piece ſeems to have been the Original of a new 
Sort of Poem, the Paſtoral Comedy, in Italy, it cannot 
be ſo well conſidered as a Copy of the Ancients. Spen- 
ſer's Calendar, in Mr. Dryden's Opinion, is the moſt 
compleat Work of this Kind which any Nation has pro- 
duced ever iince the Time of Virgil. | Not but that he 


. 
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* OEPIETA'I, Idyl. x. and 'AAIEIE, Idyl. xxi. 8 
＋ Rapin's Reflex, on Ariſt. Part. 2. Refl. 27.—Pref. to the 


Ecl. in Dryden's Virgil. l Dedication to Virgil's Ecl. 
| | 1 e 


well choſen. This laſt may be the Reaſon his Expreſſion 


obliged him to extend his Senſe to the Length of four 


were either entirely obſolete, or ſpoken only by People 


paſcs that ſome of his Eclogues (as the Sixth, Eighth, and 


diſtinguiſh them. The Reaſon is evident, becauſe the 
Year has not Variety in it to furniſh every Month 


may be thought imperfect in ſome few Points. His E. 
elogues are fomewhat too long, if we compare them with 
the Ancients. He is ſometimes too allegorical, and 
treats of Matters of Religion, in a Paſtoral Style, az 
the Mantuan had done before him. He has employed the 


Lyric Meaſure, which is contrary to the Practice of the 
eld Poets. His Stanza is not ſtill the ſame, nor always 


is ſometimes not conciſe enough: For the Tetraſtic has 


Lines, which would have been more cloſely confined in 
the Couplet. | ; | 

In the Manners, Thoughts, and Characters he comes 
near to Theocritus himſelf ; though, notwithſtanding all 
the Care he has taken, he is certainly inferior in his Dis 
le&: For the Doric had its Beauty and Propriety in the 
Time of Theocritus; it was uſed in Part of Greece, and 
frequent in the Mouths of many of the greateſt Perſons: 
Whereas the old Engliſh and country Phraſes of Spenſer 


of the Ioweſt Condition, As there is a Difference be. 
tween Simplicity and Ruſticity, ſo the Expreſſion of 
fimple Thoughts ſhould be plain, but not clowniſh, 
The Addition he has made of a Calendar to his Eclogues 
1s very beautiful ; fince by this, beſides the general Moral 
of Innocence and Simplicity which is common to other 
Authors of Paſtoral, he has one peculiar to himſelf ; he 
compares human Life to the ſeveral Seaſons, and àt Hin! 
once expoſes to his Readers a View of the great and {hot 
little Worlds in their various Changes and Aſpefts. Yet Wbbſ 
the ſcrupulous Diviſion of his Paſtorals into Months, has rat 
obliged him either to repeat the ſame Deſcription in he 
other Words for three Months together; or, when it was auf 
exhauſted before, intirely to omit it: Whence it comes to 


Tenth, for Example) have nothing but their Titles to 


with a particular Deſcription, as it may every Seaſon. 
| Refledtions 
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PREFACE A» 


ith Wi Neflections on Didactic Poetry, extracted from 
"oy Mr. Warton's Virgil. 

the HE Ancients have left us no Rules or Obſerva- 

the tions concerning this Species of Poetry, Ariſtotle, 

ays WEchiefly intent on giving Laws to Dramatic Writers, ad- 

10n iſes the true Poet to diſappear as much as poſſible, to 


write only in Dialogue, and never to ſpeak in his own. 
WPcrſon ; becauſe, ſays he, it may be laid down as a ge- 

neral Rule in this Art, that, when the Poet ſpeaks in bis 
own Perſon, he is no longer an Imitator. In Confor- 
mity to this Opinion, Caſtelvetro, the learned Italian 
Commentator on Ariſtotle's Poetics, has declared, that, 
if Virgil had written nothing but the Georgics, he ought 


the not to have been enrolled among the Number of the 
ind Poets. For, ſays he, P. 29, Phyſiology can never be the 
ns: ¶ Subject of Poetry, which was invented, not to inſtru, 
er ¶ but barely to amuſe and entertain the groſs Minds of the 
ple Wenorant Multitude. And what was the general Opinion 

of the Ancients on this Subject, may be eaſily known 


rom that Story of Socrates, related in the Phædon of 
Plato: Who, being admoniſhed in a Dream to apply 
imſelf to Muſic, began to compoſe an Hymn to Apollo, 
vhoſe Feaſt was then celebrating. But, upon afterwards 


ther yeflecting that a Perſon who would be a true Poet, muſt 
he make Fables, (muſt create) and not write mere Diſcourſes 
| at Wn Metre ; he at once took a common Fable from Æſop, 
and Not having any inventive Faculty himſelf. And it is 
Yet pobſervable, that Plutarch, after quoting this Story of So- 
has rates, excludes Empedoeles, Parmenides, Nicander, and 
in WT heognis, out of the Number of legitimate Poets; be- 
was rauſe, adds he, we know there may be Sacrifices with- 
's tO BWut Muſic and Dancing, but there can be no true Poetry 


vithout Fiction and Fables. This ſevere Remark, which 
eems not to be founded on Nature and Truth, would ef- 
ectually exclude all didaQic- and deſcriptive Poetry. 
durely, the Poet is an Imitator, when he paints any Ob- 
ect of univerſal Nature, animate or inanimate, whether 
ie ſpeaks in his own Perſon or introduces Speakers; 
A 5 though 
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'vating and engaging Air, is the great Privilege of the 


Mankind. 


though indeed, Imitations of the latter Species, have nat 
the ſame Dignity or Utility with thoſe of human Man. 
ners, Paſſions, and Characters. 

To render Inſtructions amiable, to ſoften the Severity 
of Science, and to give Virtue and Knowledge a capti. 


gry Rt a — — , 


Didactie Muſe ; it is ſhe, who 
— — Præſpergens ante Vial 


| 
Cuncta Coloribus egregiis, et opplet. 6 
| . LCuaucretiu c 
Profeſſed Teaching is highly diſagreeable to the natur 
Mind of Man, as it implies a Superiority of, Underſtand Wl . 
ing over the Perſon inſtructed. That Precepts may gain. 
an eaſy Admiſſion into the Heart, it is neceſſary to deli þ 
ver them. in a concealed indirect Manner, diveſted of i: 
Pretenſion to a larger Share of Reaſon, and of all dog. p 
matical Stiffneſs, A Man who peruſes any Syſten - 
written in this modeſt unaſſuming Method, and adorneoi - 
<< ts with ſtriking Images and harmonious Nun , 
8 f a * 
X — ducit citius, meminitque libentizs. Hora w 
A As material Objects are the moſt ſaſceptible of poetici m 
Ornaments, ſo, perhaps, the various Employ ments, Bu !y 
fineſſes, and Amuſements of Life, together with the ele II 
ant Arts and Sejences, are more proper Subjects fol - 
Hidagic Poetry than ſuch as are purely ſpeculative an h 
- metaphyſical. Abſtracted Ideas admit but of few Eu A 
_ belliſhments. All Parts of Natural Philoſophy in —_— T 
lar, as being converſant about ſenſible Images, ſeem th In 
beſt calculated to ſhine in this Way of Writing. 2 
We have ſome elegant but ſhort Specimens of th 
Sort in the Muſæ Anglican ; ſuch are the Poems on Wl — 
Barometer, on the Circulation of the Blood, and our D Sn 
Hales's Vegetable Statics. 
Is making Choice of a proper Subject, Regard ſhoul In. 
be had to fix, if poſſible, upon one of an important an an 
univerſal Nature; and which may deeply intereſt loy 


Such is Dr. Armſtrong's Poem on the A 
4 5 EE. 


PREFACE mu 
of preſerving Health And, after this intereſting Subject 
is choſen, only ſuch Rules relating to it ſhould be ſele&- 
ed, as will bear to be delivered gracefully, and to be 
enlivened with 1 It is not required or 
expected na a | — 4 _ _— = minute — of dry 
Precepts, but to ſingle out thoſe Precepts 1 ill enter- 
tain Tell as inltrack his Reader. e ; 

Mr. Addiſon obſerves © that there are feveral Ways of 

onveying the ſame Truth to the Mind of Man; and to 
chuſe the pleaſanteſt of theſe Ways is that which chiefly 
diſtinguiſhes Poetry from Proſe, and makes Virgil's 
Rules of Huſbandry pleaſanter to read than Varro's. 
= Where the Proſe Writer tells us plainly what ought to be 
done, the Poet often conceals the Precept in the Deſcrip- - 
tion, and repreſents his Countryman performin tha | 
Action in which he would inſtru his Reader. Where 
the one ſets out, as fully and diſtinctly as he can, all the 
Parts of the Truth he would communicate unto us, the 
other ſingles out the moſt pleaſing Circumſtance of this 
Truth, and ſo conveys the Whole, in a more diverting 
Manner to the Underſtanding.” + 4 
The delicate Addreſs of Wii, in this Particular, is 
worth our Attention; of which the following Inſtances 
may be given. Inſtead of telling his Huſbandman plain. 
ly, that his Crops will fail by bad Management, he ſays, 
Heu magnum alterius fruſtra ſpectabis Acervum, 
Concuſſaque Famem in Sylvis ſolabere Querca. : 
Alas! th Neightour's Stores, with Enyy view d, 5 
Thou'lt abe om Foreſt Oaks thy taſteleſs Food. | 
Inſtead of ſayiag Elms by Engraſting have borne A 
corns, he ſpeaks of the Operation in lively Manner: 
—— Glandemque Sues fregere ſub Ulmis. 
Swine beneath the Elm have crack'd the maſty Store. 


Inſtead of informing us that the Farmers often root up 
an old Foreſt, he ſpeaks of this Proceeding with the fol- 
lowing piQureſque Circumſtances ; | 
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Antiquaſque Domos Avium eum Stirpibus imis 3 


And tore the tall Trees from their ancient Baſe, 


Jamque miniſtrantem Platanum potantibus Umbram. 


| That ſhelter'd with broad Shades the quaſling Swains. 


O'er the ſmooth Stones he calls the bubbling . 


embelliſh and conceal the Dryneſs of the Subject. 


with a continual Series of Inſtruction, if his Mind be not 
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Eruit; illæ Altum Nidis petiere relictis. Lib. II. 


Long the dark Cover of the feathery Race. | 
He does not call the Plane a large Tree, but ſays, 


Lib. IV, 
Or lofty Planes, 


And, inſtead of ordering his Farmer to water hi: Grounds, 
what a Landſcape does he preſent us with ! f 


Eece, . Supercilio elivoſi Tramitis Undam 
Elicit; illa cadens raucum per lævia Murmur 
Saxa ciet, Scatebriſque arentia temperat Arva! 


Behold, when burning Suns, or Syrius' Beams, 
Strike fiercely on. the Fields, and withering Stems ;- 
Down from the Summit of the neighbouring 50 ills, 


Soon as he clears whate'er their Paſſage ſtay'd, 
And marks their future Current with his Spade; 
Before him ſcatt'ring, they prevent his Pains, 
Burſt all abroad, and — 1 the thirſty Plains. 


After this Manner ſhould the Didactic Poet raiſe and 
enliven every Precept he gives; he ſhould deſcribe 
Things by their Effects, and ſpeak of them as already 
done, inſtead of regularly ordering the Manner in which n 
they ſhould be done; and, throw in Circumſtances and 
Adjuncts that may forcibly ſtrike the Imagination, and 


But although the Poet delivers his Precepts in the 
moſt artful Manner imaginable, and renders them as pa- 
latable as poſſible; yet the Reader will ſoon be diſguſted 


relieved at proper Intervals by —— Digreſſions of 
various Kinds, naturally ariſing from the main Subject, 
and cloſely connected with it. If Virgil had — 


PREFACE * ii 
himſelf merely to Agriculture, and had never inſerted, in 
his Poem, the Prodigies that attended the Death of Ju- 
lius Cæſar, the Praiſes of Italy, the Chariot-race, the 
Scythian Winter- piece, the Happineſs of a Country Life, 
the Loves of the Beaſts, and the pathetic Deſcription of 
the. Plague among the Cattle; his Georgics, though 
abounding in moſt uſeful Rules, delivered with Dignity © 
and Grace united, would never have been the Delight 
and Admiration of his own, and all ſucceeding Apes. 
is Art is no where more remarkable than in thoſe Paſ- 
ages, where, after ſeeming to have left his Subject and 
his Huſbandmen, he ſuddenly returns to them, and con- 
nects all he has been ſaying, though he appears to have 
wandered far from his Purpoſe, by adding. ſome rural 
Circumſtance ; thus, having ſpoken of the Battle of Phar- 
ſalia, he ſubjoins immediately with great Addreſs : 


Scilicet & Tempus veniet cum Finibus illis 

Agricolz, incurvo Terram molitus Aratro 

Exeſa inveniet ſcabra Rubigine Pila; 
Aut gravibus Raſtris Galeas pulſabit inanes, 
Gcandiaque effoſſis mirabitur Offa Sepulchris. Lib. I. 


he Time at length ſhall come, when lab' ring 8Swains, 
\s with their Ploughs they turn theſe guilty Plains, 
Gainſt hollow Helms their heavy Drags ſhall ſtrike, 
ind claſh 'gainſt many a Sword and ruſty Pike; 


nd iew the vaſt Graves with Horror and Amaze, 

my ind at huge Bones of giant Heroes gaze. | 

0 ind again, 'after ſaying the World was diſtracted with 
nd many Wars, he inſtantly adds hn 
nd Sy 


Non ullus Aratro 
Dignus Honos 


. . 3 _ Maro's Muſe, 
rice ſacred Muſe ! commodious Precepts gives, 
Inſtructive to the Swains ; not only dis” y 
On what is gainful, ſometims ſhe diverts 

'rom ſolid Counſels, ſhews the Force of Love 
In ſavage Beaſts ; how Virgin Face divine 


Attrats 


ben 


Attracts the hapleſs Youth thro' Storms and Waves, 
Alone in Deep of Night; then ſhe deſcribes - 
The Scythian Winter, nor diſdains to fing, 
How under Ground the rude Riphzan Race 
Mimic briſk Cyder with the Brake's Product wild, 
Sloes pounded, Hips and Service harſheſt Juice. 

| Does Philips's Cyder, B. I, 


This laſt-mentioned Author, among other claſſical 
Beauties, hath cloſely copied Virgil, in throwing many 
artful Digreſſions into his Poem. He opens his ſecond 


Book with an Addreſs to Lord Harcourt's Son, then WW” 
abroad on his Travels in Italy, and afterwards return ! 
to his Subject with great Dexterity in the following 6 
Lines | | ; 
Mean While (altho' the Maſſic Grape delights, t 
Pregnant of racy Juice, and Formian Hills b 
Temper thy Cups, yet) will thou not reject ( 
Thuy native Liquors ; lo! for thee my Mill : P 
Now grinds choice Apples, and the Britiſh Vats V 
O'erflow with generous Cyder. 3 B. II. - 

| | * x B 

This Poet, ſpeaking aſterwards of the pernicious Ef. 10 
Fes of Drunkenneſs, and of the Diſcords and Quarreli F- 
ariſing from this Vice, flides with great Art and Addreſs w 
into the Civil Wars and Diſſenſions that have frequently WW w 
troubled the Repoſe of this Kingdom. And, when he tr 
comes to mention the laſt great Rebellion, very dexter tl 
ouſly flings in the following Line: STR. 30. 29s R 
Yet was the Cyder Land unſtain'd with Guilt. th 
This at once recalls the Mind of the Reader to the jn 
Subject, which the Author ſeemed to have forſaken, of 
during ſo long a Digreſſion. Of the ſame Kind are his T 


| Deſcriptions of the Deſtruction of old Ariconium, the I 
Praiſes f Herefordſhire ; the moral Characters of the to 


moſt celebrated Poets, at the Concluſion of the Firſt, i pa 


and the Effects of the Union at the End of the Second 
Book: Where, after ſaying, that wn 


Where er 


Where er the Britiſh | - ee 
riumphant Banners, or their Fame bas reach d 
Diffuſive to the utmoſt Bounds of this | 
Wide Univerſe, — | 
He concludes, fully and appoſitely to his Subject, 


Silurian Cyder borne, 
hall pleaſe all Taſtes, and triumph o'er the Vine. 


any But of all the various Kinds of Digreſſions thoſe of a 
ond pathetic Nature, if they can be introduced with Pro- 
. priety, will have the beſt Effect. A moving Tale, ſuch 


as the Orpheus and Euridice in the Fourth Book of the 
Georgics, is the moſt likely to render a Didactic Poem 
intereſting. A Stroke of Paſſion is worth a Hundred of 
the moſt lively and glowing Deſcriptions. Men love to 
be moved, much better than to be inſtructed. Suppoſing 
(ſays the Abbe du Bos) that the Subject of 4 Dae 
Poem is ſo curious, as to induce you to read it once over 
with great Pleaſure ; yet you will never peruſe it a ſe- 
cond Time with the ſame Satisfaction you taſte even 
from an Eclogue. The Underſtanding feels no Pleaſure 
in being inſtructed twice in the ſame Thing; but the 
Heart is capable of receiving the ſame Emotion twice, 
with great Pleaſure. This amiable and ingenious Writer, 
who Fat ſtruck out many new Obſervations upon Poe- 
try, illuſtrates his Opinion, that a Poem abounding in 
the beſt written Deſcriptions will never deeply affe& a 
Reader, except fomething of the Pathetic be added, by 
the following —— on a Siſter Art: 1 

« The fineſt Landſcape of Titian or Carache does not 
intereſt the Beholder more than would the real Proſpect 
of a Village in a diſagreeable or unpleaſant Country. 
There is nothing in ſuch a Picture that {| to one, if 
I may be allowed the Expreſſion. And, as it does not 
touch the Heart, it cannot gain the Attention. The beſt 
Painters were ſo well convinced of this Truth, that 
have very ſeldom given us Landſcapes wholly 


and without human Figures. They have peopled their 
Pictures; they have introduced into them Perſons en. 
ployed in ſome Action capable of moving us, and by 
Conſequence of engaging our Attention. This is the 
conſtant Practice of Pouſſin, Rubens, and the other great 
Maſters, who do not think it ſufficient to place in theit 
Landſcapes a Man paſſing on the Road, or, perhaps, a 
Country- woman carrying her Fruits to Market. They 
introduce Men agitated with Paſſions, in Order to ex. 
eite ours; and by ſuch an Emotion to intereſt us and en- 
gage our Attention. In Effect, the Figures, introduced 
in theſe Pictures, are more * mentioned and 
talked of, than their Trees or Terraſſes. The Land- 


ſcape which Pouſſin painted ſeveral Times over, and 
which is commonly called his Arcadia, would never have 
been ſo celebrated, if it had contained no human Figures. 

Who has not heard of that famous Country which is 
ſaid to be inhabited by the happieſt Men that ever ex. 
iſted upon Earth? Men employed only to their Plea- 
fures, and which knew no other Diſquietudes than thoſe 


which befel the imaginary Shepherds in Romances, 
whoſe Condition is ſo much to be envied.” The Picture 
of which I am ſpeaking repreſents a delightful Country. 
In the Midſt we ſee the Monument of a young Virgin, 
dead in the Flower of her Age: This we 3 by 
Means of her Statue laid at Length on her Tomb, after 
| the 


1 * — 


* This Obſervation may be illuſtrated by that fine Simile 
a of Milton: | | — 
As one who long in populous City pent, . 

Where Houſes thick, and Sewers annoy the Air, 

Forth iſſuing on a Summer's Morn to breathe 

Among the pleaſant Villages and Farms 

Adjoin'd, from each Thing met conceives Delight, 

The Smell of Grain, or tedded Graſs, or Kine, 

Or Dairy, each rural Sight, each rural Sound; 

If chance with nymph- like Step fair Virgin paſs, 

What Pleaſing ſeem'd, for her now pleaſes more; 


She moſt, and in her Look ſums all Delight. 
| h Paradiſe Loft. B. IX. 
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he Manner of the Ancients ; the Sepulchral Inſcription 


be s but four Words: Et in Arcadia ego: And yet I lived 
1 b Arcadia. But this Inſcription, ſhort. as it is, gives 
the Occaſion for many ſerious Reflections, to two youn 


Men and two young Maidens, crowned with Chaplets 
f Flowers, who ſeem to have met accidentally with this 
mournful Monument, in a Place where they might well 
magine no melancholy Object was to be found. One of 
he Company makes the reſt take Notice of this Inſcrip- 
on, by pointing to it with his Finger. And one may 


dee terceive, in the Midſt of the Affliction and Pity that be- 
and in to ſpread themſelves over their Features, ſomething 
nd. f the Remains of an expiring Joy. We imagine we 
and ear the Reflections of theſe young Perſons on the Power 
ave f Death; who ſpares neither Ape nor Beauty ; and, 


n gainſt whom, the happieſt Climates can afford no Pro- 
etion. We figure to ourſelves what touching Things 
hey could ſay to one another, when they recovered from 


elves, and to thoſe for whom we are concerned. It is 


Poetry makes of Nature, touch and affect us only in 
Proportion to the Impreſſion which the Thing imitated 


+4 ould make on our Hearts, if we ſaw it in Reality.“ 
by  , Refllexions Critiques le Poefie & fur la 
yo | Peinture. Tom. bo 55. , *, 
the | 


Theſe Obſervations, drawn from the Art of Painting, 
are as full of good Taſte as of ſolid Reflection, and ſeem 


hey ſufficiently evince, that without ſomething of the 
Pathetic, ſomething that comes home to our Buſineſs and 
Boſoms, as Lord Bacon expreſſes it, no Didactic Poem 
an poſſibly be intereſting. Fo | 41 5 
As to the Stile of a Didadic Poem, which comes next 
to be conſidered, it ought certainly to abound in the 
moſt bold and forcible Metaphors, the moſt glowing and 


ened by Pomp of Numbers and Majeſty of Words, yr 
x, 5 


heir firſt Surpriſe, and we apply theſe Things to our- 


n Poetry as it is in Painting; and the Imitations which 


o be founded on a Knowledge of the human Heart. 


pictureſque Epithets ; it ought to be elevated and enli- 


r 
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by every Figure that can lift a Language above the vu. 
7. and curret Expreſſions, One may add, that i in 1 
of Poetry (nay, not even in the ſublime Ode) is 
Beauty of Expreſſion ſo much to be regarded as in this 
For the Epic Writer ſhould be very cautious of indulging 
himſelf in too florid a Manner of Expreſſion ; eſpecially 
in the Dramatic Parts of his Fable, where he introduce 
Dialogue. And the Writer of Tragedy cannot fall into 
ſo nauſeous and unnatural an Affectation, as to put la 
boured Deſcriptions, pompous Epithets, ſtudied Phraſes, 
and high-flown Metaphors into the Mouths of his Cha 
racters. But, as the Didactic Poet ſpeaks in his own Per. 
ſon, it is neceflary and proper for him to uſe a more luſ 
cious Colouring of Style. and to be more ſtudious of Orna- 


ment And this is agreeable to an admirable Precept d 


Ariſtotle, which no Writer ſhould ever forget —— th 


Diction ought molt to be laboured in the unactive, thai 


is, the deſcriptive Parts of a Poem, in which the On 
- nions, Manners, and Paſſions of Men, are not 
ſented ; for too glaring Expreſſion obſcures the Mannen 
and the Sentiments. 


: Virgil hath uſed every poſſible Method 


of * is Style in Dignity and Grace, by bold Mie 
taphors, Greciſms, ſtriking Eren. and poetical Cit 
cumlocutions. 
Hence it is, that he will not ſay quo Tempore, but Sy 
dere, in the very firſt Line of his Poem. 
_ _ Hence it is, that he aſcribes human Properties 
' Paſſions to Plants and Animals: 


Exuerint ſylveſtrem Animum, Coltuque frequenti; 
In quaſcunque voces Artes, haud tarda ſequentur. 
Geo. II. V. 5. 


Their Genius wild, where · e er thou lead'ſt the E. 
Of Diſcipline ſequacious „ will obey. = OY 
 Moxrentem ab jungens fraterna Morte Juvencum. | 

IE Seco. III. 51 
Who faithful for his loft Companion prieves. 


Mir 


mn  An,> %, A „ 


Hy 


a, ©y* Bhs ov 
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Miraturque novas Frondes et non ſua Poma. Geo. II. 82. 
And wonder at their Height, and more than native Fruit. 


Et quis cuique Dolor Victo, quæ Gloria Palmæ. 
| Geo. III. 102. 


Or proudly triumph in the Trophy won. 


It is after this Manner that Virgil judicioufly conceals 
the Nakedneſs and Barrenneſs of his Subje& by the 
Luſtre of his Language: It is thus (to uſe Addiſon's 
Words) that he breaks the Clods, and looſes the Dung 
about with an Air of Gracefulneſs. Or, as Boileau 
ſpeaks, it is thus that he turneth every Thing that he 
touches into Gold, e | 

We have a great Variety of elegant Pieces of the Di- 
dactic Kind, in our Language; particularly, Cyder, a 
Poem by Mr. Philips; the E/ay on Man, and other 
Pieces, by Mr. Pope; the Pleaſures of the Imagination, 
by Dr. Akenſide 1 the Art of preſerving Health, by Dr. 
Armſtrong ; and Dr. Young's Night Thoughts. 


——_— — 


Obſervations on Elegiac Poetry. © 
HE Elegy was primarily . uſed only to expreſs 
Grief; it.exprefled no other Sentiments, it breathed 
no other Accents than thoſe of Sorrow. In all the Neg- 
ligence natural to Affliction and Diftreſs it trove rather 
to move than to pleaſe ; to excite Pity, not Admiration. 
Afterwards, indeed, it was uſed on all Kinds of Subjects, 
and eſpecially the Paſſion of Love. It, however, always 
retained its peculiar Character, and did not loſe Sight of 
its original Intention, Its Thoughts were always natu- 
ral, and far fromthe AﬀeQation of Wit; its Sentiments 
tender and delicate, its Expreflion ſimple and eaſy. - 

We have ſeveral excellent Pieces of Elegiae Poe- 
try in our Language, particularly the Elegy to the 
Memory of an unfortunate Lady, by Mr. Pope; and 
an Elegy wrote in a Country Church-yard, by Mr. 
Grey ; both Maſter- pieces in their Kind. Mr. Pope's 


And the laſt Pang ſhall tear thee from his Heart, 
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Elegy was written from the Heart, the Occaſion of it 
was real, and therefore remarkably tender and pathetic, 


The ftriking Or of the Beginning cannot fail of 
alarming the Reader and ſtrongly fixing his Attention : 


What beck*ning Ghoſt, along the Midnight Shade, 
Invites my Steps, and points to yonder Glade? 
*Tis ſhe ! — but why that bleeding Boſom gor'd, 
Why dimly gleams the viſionary Sword ? | 


The Tenderneſs of the following Lines is very re- 
markable : BE Ow | | 


No Friend's Complaint, no kind domeſtic Tear, ' 
Pleas'd thy pale Ghoſt, or gric'd thy mournful Bier. 
By foreign Hands thy dying Eyes were clos d, 
By foreign Hands thy decent Limbs compos'd, 

By foreign Hands thy humble Grave adorn'd, 

By Strangers honour'd, and by Strangers mourn'd ! 


The Poet's Apoſtophe to himſelf, with which the 
Elegy concludes, is beautifully pathetic, and, perhaps, 
has no equal in our Language: | | 


Poets themſelves muſt fall like thoſe they ſung, 
Deaf the prais'd Ear, and mute the tuneful To 
Ev'n he whoſe Soul now melts in tuneful Lays, 
Shall ſhortly want the gen'rous Tear he pays 3 " 
Then from his cloſing Eye thy Form ſhall part, 


Life's idle Buſineſs at one Gaſp be o'er, 
The Muſe forgot, and thou belov'd no more ! 


Mr. Grey's Elegy abounds with pathetic Images, and 
interſperſed with elegant and natural Reflections. Thus, 
after the Poet has obſerved that the rude Fore fathers of 
Hamlet are there interred, he makes the following ap- 
polite Reflections: | 


The breezy Call of incenſe-breathing Morn, _ 
_ The Swallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw- built Shed, 


The 


he Cock's ſhrill Clarion, or the echoing iti, 
o more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly Bed. 


vid. We have two Epiſtles of this Kind in our Lan- 


becies of Writing, which is a great Improvement of 
ze Greek Elegy, to which its Dramatic Nature renders 
greatly ſuperior, * It is indeed, ſays a very ingenious 
re- e Mind gives Vent to the Diſtreſſes and Emotions un- 
r which it labours: But, by being directed and ad- 
reſſed to a particular Perſon, it A roms a Degree of Pro- 
iety, that the beſt conducted Soliloquy, in a Tragedy, 
zuſt ever want. Our Impatience under any Preſſures 
Grief, and Diſorder of Mind, makes ſuch paſſionate 
xpoſtulations with the Perſons ſuppoſed to cauſe ſuch 
[neaſineſſes very natural. Judgment is chiefly ſhewn, 
y opening the intereſting Complaint, juſt at ſuch a Pe- 
od of Time as will give Occaſion to the moſt tender 
-ntiments, and the moſt ſudden and violent Turns of 
aſlon to be diſplayed.” „ 5 
With Regard to the Language, it muſt be tender and 
athetic, and the Numbers mellifluous and flowing. 


Ps, 


* — * 


Reflections on Lyric Poetry. 


be ſung to the Lyre, or other Inſtruments of the 
ame Kind; and theſe Compoſitions, called Odes or 
ngs, being divided into Strophes or Stanzas. ON hea 
* The End of Poctry, ſays the Abbe Fraguier, is to 
eaſe the Imagination. But if the different Kinds of 
oetry, as the Paſtoral, Elegiac, and Epic, attain that 
nd by different Means, the Ode attains it more certain- 
, becauſe it includes all; and, as the famous Painter 


ind 


us, 
of 


ap- 


e moſt graceful in many of the fair Sex, ſo the Ode 
| | | unites 


FREFAICE . 


Elegiac Epiſtles are a Species of Elegy, invented by 
n 


vage, that of Sappho to Phaon, and'ofEloiſa to Abe- 
rd, by Mr. Pope, that are maſterly Examples of this 


riter, no other than a e Soliloquy; in which 
t 


is called Lyric Poetry, from its being compoſed to | 


f old united in one Picture whatever he had obſerved 
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unites in itſelf all the different Beauties, of which the dif. 
ferent Species are ſuſceptible. But it has ſtill ſomething 
elſe peculiar to itſelf, which conſtitutes its true Character. 
This is Enthufiaſm ; in which View the Poets are of Opi. 
nion they may compare it to that Juno of Homer, who 
borrows'the Girdle of Venus to exalt the Graces of her 
Form, but who is ſtill the ſame Queen of the Gods, di. 
ſtinguiſhed by the Air of Majeſty peculiar to her, and 
even by the Fury and Violence of her Character. ' 
© This Enthuſiaſm is more eaſy to conceive, than poſ. 
fible to define. When a Writer is ſeized with it, his 
Genius glows ardently, his Imagination catches Fire, 
and all & Faculties of his Soul awake, and concur to 
the Perfection of his Work. Now noble Thoughts and 
the moſt ſhining Strokes of Wit, and now the moſt tendet 
and beautiful Images, crowd upon him. The Warmth 
alſo of his Enthuſiaſm often tranſports him in ſuch a 
Manner, that he can contain himſelf no longer; he then 
abandons himſelf to that animated Impetuoſity, that 
beautiful Diforder, which infinitely tranſcend the Regu- 
—_ of the moſt ſtudious Art. "$a 
© 'Theſe different Impreſſions produce different Effects: 
Deſcriptions ſometimes fimple but exquiſitely beautiful, 
and ſometimes rich, noble, and ſublime ; pariſons 
juſt and lively; ſhining Strokes of Morality, Alluſiont 
happily borrowed from Ertel Fable; and Digreſ. 
ſions, a thouſand Times more beautiful than the Subjedt 
itſelf. Harmony, the Soul of Verſe, at this Moment, 
coſts the Poet no Trouble. Noble Expreflions and happy 
Numbers ſpontaneouſly rife up, and diſpoſe — 
in proper Order, like Stones to the Lyre of Amphion ; 
and nothing ſeems the Effect of Study and Pains. The 
Poems of Enthufiaſm have ſuch a peculiar Beauty, that 
they can neither be read nor heard without imparting 
the ſame Fire that produced themſelves ; and the Effect 
of the moſt exquiſite Mufic is neither ſo certain nor ſo 
eat as that of Verſes born in this poetic Rapture, this 
divine Flame of the Mind.“ ape 
The Verſe of Lyric Poetry was, originally, only of 
; SS one 


— 
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ie Kind; but, for the Sake of Pleaſure, and the Muſic 
» which Compoſitions of this Kind were ſang, the Num- 
rs and Feet wu ſo _ that —— is now 
Imoſt innumerable. The Language ſoft and 
— and the Numbers flowing and harmonious. 


if. 
ing 
er. 
| 5 


wn he Reader will ſee two beautiful Pieces of Lyric Poe- 
di. under the Article MUSIC, in the ſecond Volume of 
nd is Work ; one by Mr. Pope, and the other by Mr. 


Dryden. | 


5 


A Heroic Poem, truly ſuch, ſays Mr. Dryden, is 
undoubtedly, the greateſt Work which the Soul of 

an is capable of performing. The Deſign of it is to 
orm the Mind to heroic Virtue b Examp e; it is con- 

reyed in Verſe, that it may delight while it inſtrults: 
he Action of it is always one, entire, and great. The 
caſt and moſt trivial Epiſodes, or under Actions, which 
are interwoven in it, are Parts ever neceſſary to carry 


ds: In the main Deſign; either ſo neceſſary, that without 
ful; hem the Poem muſt be imperfect, or ſo convenient, that 
ons Ino others can be imagined more ſuitable to the Place in 
ons which they are. There is nothing to be left void in 4 
ref. firm Building; even the Cavities ought not to be filled 
jed ith Rubbiſh which is of a periſhable Kind, deſtructive 
ent, Ito the Strength; but with Brick or Stone, though of 
py leſs Pieces, yet of the ſame Nature, and fitted to the 


Crannies. Even the leaſt Portions of them muſt be of 
on; che Epic Kind ;-all Things muſt be grave, majeſtical, 
Che and ſublime : Nothing of a foreign Nature, like the 
hat {Writing Novels which Ariflotle and others have inſerted 
; in their Poems. By which the Reader is led into ano- 
ther Sort of Pleaſure, oppoſite to that which is d | 
by an Epic Poem. One raifes the Soul, and hardens it 
to Virtue ; the other ſoftens it again, and unbends it to 
Vice. One conduces to the Poet's Aim, the Compleat- 
ing his Work ; which he is driving on, labouring, and 
haſtening in every Line: The other ſlackens his Pace, 


diverts 
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diverts him from his Way, and locks him up like 4 
Knight Errant in an enchanted Caſtle, when he ſhould 
be purſuing his firſt Adventure. 
With Regard to the vu, of an Heroic Poem, i 
ſhould be both perſpicuous and ſublime ; and, in Pro. 
2 as either of thoſe Qualities are wanting, the 
Language is imperfeR. | I 43 


OY g © A * 


— 


Of V. erfification, 


Erſification, or the Art of modulating Numbers, 
ſays the ingenious Author of the Rambler, is in- 
diſpenſably neceſlary to a Poet. Every other Power by 
which the Attention is fixed, the Underſtanding enlight. 
ened, or the Imagination inchanted, may be exerciſed 
in Proſe. But the Poet has this peculiar Superiority, 
that to all the Powers, which the Perfection of every other 
Compoſition can require, he adds the Faculty of joining 
Muſic with Reaſon, and of acting at once upon the 
Senſes and the Paſſions, | I ſuppoſe there are few who 
do not feel themſelves touched by poetical Melody, and 
who will not confeſs that they are more or leſs moved 
by the ſame Words in one Order than in another. The 
Perception of Harmony is indeed conferred upon Men 
in Degrees very unequal, but there are none who do not 
perceive it, or to whom a regular Series of proportionate 
Sounds cannot give Delight. e 
The Heroic Meafore of the Engliſh Language may be 
properly conſidered as pure or mixed. It is pure when 
the Accent reſts upon every ſecond Syllable through the 
whole Line: | | | 


Courage uncertain Dangers may abate, I 

But who can bear th' Approach of certain Fate. Dryatn. 
Here Love his golden Shafts employs, here lights . 
His conftant Lamp, and waves his purple Wings, 
Reigns here, and revels ; not in the bought Smile. ntio 
Of Harlots, loveleſs, joyleſs, unendear'd, + Milton. feat 


W | | *:- 2m 


The Accent may be obſerved in the ſecond Line of 
yden, and in the ſecond and fourth of Milton, to re- 
de upon every ſecond Syllable. © 

The Repetition of this Sound or Percuſſion, at equal 
imes, is the moſt complete Harmony of which a ſin- 
e Verſe is capable, and ſhould therefore be exactly 
pt in Diſtichs, and generall 
graph, that the Ear may reſt without any Senſe of Im- 


But to preſerye the Series of Sounds ontranſpoſed Fin a 


by 


al Recurrence of the. ſame Cadence. Neceſſity 


by erefore enforced the mixed Meaſure, in which ſome 
ht: ariation of the Accent is allowed; this, though it al- 
ſed Ways injures the Harmony of the Line conſidered by it- 
iy, yet compenſates the Lofs by relieving us from the 


ore ſenſible bf the Harmony of the pure Meaſure. 
Of this mixed Number every Poet affords innumera- 
> Inflances, and Milton ſeldom has two pure Lines 


the firſt Pair of Syllables, which may be conſidered as 
bitrary, a Poet, who, not having the Invention or 
owledge- of Milton, has more Need to allure his 
udience by mufical Cadences, ſhould ſeldom ſuffer 
ore than one Aberration ſrom this Rule. | 

That Verſe may be melodious and pleaſing, it is ne- 
flary not only that the Words be ſo ranged as that the 
cent may fall on its proper Place, but that the Sylla- 


e another This is to be effeQed by a proportionate 
ture of Vowels and Conſonants, and by tempering 
mute Confonants with Liquids and $, mi-vowels. 
e Hebrew Grammarians have obſerved, that it is im- 
ble to pronounce two Conſonants without the Inter- 
ntion of a Vowel, or without ſome Emiſſion of the 
eath between one and the other ; this is longer and 

V mor 
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in the laſt Line of a Pa- 


g Compoſition, is not only very difficult, but tireſome 


ntinual Tyranny of the ſame Sound, and makes us 


gether, as will appear, if any of his Paragraphs be read 
th Attention, merely to the Muſic, But, excepting . 


es themſelyes be fo choſen as to flow ſmoothly into | 


| 

| 

ö 

i 

| 

| 

= | 


* * eee —— 


| ſyllables is almoſt always harſh. This, with Regard! 


_ ſages: 


Aud Heaw'nly Choirs the Hymenean ſung. 


xxvi = PREFACE. 
more perceptible, as the Sounds of the Conſonant: 
leſs harmonically conjoined ; and, by Conſequence, t 
Flow of the Verſe is longer interrupted. —- 

It is pronounced by Dryden, that a Line of Mong 


LS 
© 


our Language, is evidently true, not becauſe Monoſy 
bles cannot compoſe Harmony, but becauſe our Mon 
ſyllables, being of Teutonic Original, or formed by Ce 
traction, commonly begin and end with Conſonants. 

The Difference of Harmony, ariſing principally fro 
the Collocation of Vowels and Conſonants, will be fi 
ficiently conceived by attending to the following P. 


9 BD , 3. = I dt A 


ow 


Immortal Amaranth — there grows, | 
And Flowers aloft, ſhading the Font of Life, - 
And where the River of Bliſs, through Midft of Heavy! 
Rolls o'er Elyfian Flow'rs her Amber Stream ; | ont 
With theſe that never fade, the Spirits eledtt 
Bind their reſplendent Locks inwreath'd with Beams: 


The ſame Compariſon that I propoſe to be made Horti 
tween the fourth and fixth Verſes of this Paſſage, m 
be repeated between the laſt Lines of the following Qu 
tations : 

Under Foot the Violet, | 
Crocus, and Hyacinth, with rich Inlay 


 Braider'd the Ground, more colour d than with Stone, ſt, t 
Of coſtlieſt Emblem. | | hem 


CHE | Here in cloſe Receſs, 
With Flowers, Garlands, and ſweet-ſmelling Herbs, 
Eſpouſed Eve firſt deck'd her Nuptial Bed, 


As Harmony is the End of poetical Meaſures, no 
of a Verſe ought to be ſo ſeparated from the reſt as 1 
to remain ſtill more harmonious than Proſe, or to ſh 
by the Diſpoſition of the Tones, that it is Part of 
Verſe. This Rule in the old Hexameter might be «al 
ſily obſerved, but in Engliſh will very — be 


anger of Violation; for the Order and Regolarity of 


ſh Poet to only five Pauſes ; it being ſuppoſed, that, 
hen he connects one Line with another, 2 ſhould ne- 
er make a full Pauſe at leſs Diſtance than that of three 
llables from the Beginning or Ending of a Verſe. 


f the Numbers to the Subject; but it will be found ge- 
y its Neglect. 


we onnects it, or be founded alone. If it be united to the 


ber Line, it corrupts its Harmony; if disjoined, it 
uſt, with Regard to Muſic, be ſuperfluous ; for there 
no Harmony in a ſingle Sound, becauſe it has no Pro- 
ortion to another: X 


Hypocrites auſterely talk, 
defaming as impure what God declares | 
ure; and commands to ſome, leaves free to all. 


When two Syllables, likewiſe, are abſcinded from the 


nem harmonious : 


* 


rbs, More wakeful than to. drouze, 
harm'd with Arcadian Pipe, the paſt'ral Reed 
f Hermes, or his opiate Rod. Mean-while, 

o re-ſalute the Wozld-with ſacred Light, 
ncothea wak'd. g 


He ended, and the Sun gave Signal high 
o the bright Miniſter that watch d; be bleu - 
lis Trumpet. | e 
* Firſt in his Eaſt the glorious Lamp was ſeen, 
cent of Day; and all th' Horizon round 
| — 8 |}  _ 
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ccents cannot well be perceived in a Succeſſion of 
wer than three Syllables, which will confine the Eng- 


That this Rule ſhould be univerſally and indiſpenſably 
tabliſhed, perhaps cannot be granted; ſomething may 
allowed to Variety, and ſomething to the Adaptation 


erally neceſſary, and the Ear will ſeldom fail to ſuffer 


Thus, when a ſingle Syllable is cut off from the reſt, 
muſt either be united to the Line with which the Senſe 


F _ 


ſt, they evidently want ſome aſſociated Sounds to make 
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His Longitude thro' Heav'n's high Road; the gray 


In Rhodope, where Woods and Rocks had Ears 
To Rapture, till the ſavage Clamour crown'd 


Her Son. So fail not thou, who thee implores. 


Seventh, the Harmony is better preſerved ; but, as thi 


the Ear unſatisfied, and in Expectation of the remaining 


| - Reſerv'd him to more Wrath ; for now the 3 nic 


* 


Torments Sim. 


which concludes a Period, ſhould be made, for the mot 


thoſe Pauſes, which only ſuſpend the Senſe, may | 


"ar than that of the Third. 
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Inveſted with bright Rays, jocund to run 


Dawn, and the Pleiades, before him danc d, 
Shedding ſweet Influence. 


The ſame Defect is perceived in the following Lines | 
where the Pauſe i is at the ſecond Syllable from the E 


ginning: 


| The Race 
Of that wild Rout that tore the Thracian Bard 


Both Harp and Voice ; nor could the Muſe defend 


When the Pauſe falls upon the third Syllable or the 
Third and Seventh are weak Syllables, the Period leave: 


Part of the Verſe : 


He, with his horrid Crow, 
Lay vanquiſh'd, rolling in the fiery Gul 
Confounded, tho immorte/, But his 


Both of loſt Happineſs and laſting Pain, 


God, — with bens Intercourſe, 
Thither will ſend his winged Meffen 
On Errands of ſupernal Grace. So ung | 
The glorious Train aſcending. 


It may be, I think, eſtabliſned as a Rule, that a Pavie 
Part, upon a ſtron Syllable, as the Fourth or Sixth; bu ®' 
placed upon a Weaker. Thus, the Reſt in the third 


Line of the firſt Paſſage ſatisfies the Ear better than i" 
the Fourth, and the Cloſe of the ſecond Quotation bet- 


The 


P NEP ATB 
The Evil ſoon 
Yrawn back redounded (as a Flood) on thoſe 
rom whom it ſprung; impoſſible to mix 
ith Blefſedneſs. Fed, | 
—— What we by. Day 
op overgrown, or prune, or prop, or bind, 
Wnc Night or two with wanton Growth derides, 
ending to avid. | 
The Paths and Bow'rs doubt not but our joint Hands 
ill keep from Wilderneſs with Eaſe as wide _ 
s we need walk, till younger Hands 'ere long 
Nift us. | 


The Reſt in the fifth Place has the ſame Inconve- 
ence as.in the Seventh and Third, that the Syllable is 
eak: | | 

Beaſt now with Beaſt gan War, and Fowl with Fowl, 
nd Fiſh with Fiſh, to graze the Herb all leaving, 
evour'd each other: Now ſtood: much in Awe 

f Man, but fled him, or, with Countenance grim, - 
lar'd on him paſo ing. r | 
The nobleſt and moſt majeſtic Pauſes which our Verſi - 
ation admits, are upon the fourth and fixth Syllable, 
hich are both ſtrongly ſounded in a pure and regular 
erſe, and at either of which the Line is ſo divided, 
at both Members participate of Harmony: . 


nes 


But now at laſt the ſacred Influence : 

f Light appears, and from the Walls of Heav'n 
boots far into the Boſom of dim Night 
glimm'ring Dawn : Here Nature firſt begins 
er fartheſt Verge, and Chaos to retire, 


But far above all. others, if I can give any Credit to 
y own Ear, is the Reſt upon the ſixth Syllable, which, 
ting in a complete Compaſs of Sound, ſuch as is ſuffi- 
nt to conſtitute one of our Lyric Meaſures, makes a 
and ſolemn Cloſe. Some Paſſages, which conclude 
th this Stop, [ could never read without ſome fircaz 
notions of Delight or Admiration: | 

a 3 | Beſore 
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Before the Hills appear'd, or Fountain flow'd, 
Thou with th' eternal Wiſdom didft converſe, 
Wiſdom thy Siſter ; and with her didſt play 


In Preſence of th' Almighty F ather, on 
With thy celeſtial Sang. | 


Or other Worlds they ſeem'd, or happy Iſles, 
Like thoſe Heſperian Gardens fam'd of old, 
Fortunate Fields, and ves, and flow ry Vales, | 
Thrice happy Iſles! Buy ho dwelt happy there, 
He ſtaid not to Ingaire. 2 1 

GE "Het blew 


His Trumpet, heats 3 in Oreb ſince, perhaps 
When God deſcended ; and, perhaps, once more 
To ſound at general Doom. ; 


Of Rhyme. 


Hy me is a Similitude of Sound between the lat 
Syllable or Syllables of two Verſes ; and may b 
_ diſtinguiſhed into perfect and imperſect. The perfed 
Rhyme is where there is a perfect Similitude of Sound; 24 


Fair Thames, flow gently from thy ſacred Spring, 
While on thy Banks Sicilian Muſes fing. Pope, 


Peace o'er the World her Olive Wand extend, 
And white-rob'd Innocence from Heaven deſcend. Po! 


The imperſect Rhyme is when either of the laſt Syl 
lables do not form a perfect Similitude of Sound, or tt 
Accent is not placed on theſe Syllables ; as, 


Tamer had been their Grief, fewer their Tears, 
Had the Philiſtines Fate that Day been theirs. 


A clear and lively Brown. was Merab's Dye, 


GE il. 


Such as the proudeſt Colours might envy, Conolo ſm. 
Where it may be obſerved, that, though the two l:WH'c : 
ear 


Syllables e and wy form an exact Similitude of Sound 
| | >, [ 


— 
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the Accent, being placed on the firſt Syllable of the 
rd Envy, diſtorts the Sinilitade, and either obliges : 
Reader to place the Accent on the wrong Syllable, 
ead the Verſe without Rhyme. 
chymes are alfo divided into fingle, double, and tri. 
The Single is that which we have already enu- 
ated, and therefore need not be repeated. 2 
The double Rhyme is where the Accent falls on the 
Syllable but one, and therefore cauſes the Rhymes 
begin on that Syllable, and the Verſes to of 
ren Feet each; theſe are rarely uſed in Heroic Poetry; 
in the Lyric and Zurleſque they are often very 
cetul, but always increaſe the Verſe by a Foot: 


en all for Women, Painting, Rhyming, Drinking, 
ides ten thouſand Freaks that dy'd in Thinking. - F 


this Example the Words Drinking and Thinking have 
Accents on the firſt Syllable, and therefore the 

ymes cre formed between thoſe Syllables, namely, 
ink and Think. 2, | 


reſt Love's unwaſting Treaſure, _ 
nſtant Faith, fair Hope, long Leiſure. Pope. 


The double Rhyme in this Lyric Couplet in- 

aſes the Smootbneſs of the Verſe, by —— the 
umber of Feet. 

Triple Rhymes are thoſe which are formed by Words 
cented on the laſt Syllable but two, as Tenderneſs and 
nderngſi. Theſe Rhymes are rarely uſed, except in 
rleſque Poetry, and even there they cannot be ſaid 
be beautiful. | | | 
When the alternate Lines of a Poem rhyme to each 
her, as the Second to the Firſt, the Fourth to the 
ird, &c. the Poem is ſaid to be wrote in Couplets; as, 


th Heads reclin'd, ye Cedars, Homa ; 

> \mooth, ye Rocks, ye rapid Floods, xt Way 
e Saviour comes by ancient Bards foretold ; | 

ear him, ye Deaf, and, all ye Blind, behold ! Pope. 


But, 


— —— 
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But, when three Lines rhyme to each other, the Poe 
is ſaid to be wrought in Triplets ; as 


Convinc'd, amaz'd, he checks the bold Deſign ; 
And Rules as ſtrict his labour'd Work confine, _ | 
As if the Stagirite o'erlook'd each Line. Pope.) 


We have very few Pieces wrote entirely in Triplet 
— the beſt Writers have uſed them occaſionally in the 
oems. - | i 
Our Northern Language is naturally rough, 
therefore we ſhould employ every Art in rendering it 
| harmonious as poſlible. It is a very great Miſtaket 
think that thoſe Verſes whoſe Numbers are remarkab 
flowing, and the Thoughts expreſſed in a very natur 
and'eaſy Manner, were produced without Study or L 
bour ; for, as Mr. Pope very juſtly fays, 1 
True Eaſe in Writing comes from Art, not Chance, 


As thoſe move eaſie | who have learn'd to dance. | 
| Ear on Criticij 
And it is well known that the mellifluous Numbers 


Mr. Pope owed their inchanting Beauty to ted A 
terations and Corrections. This great Poet has carrie 


the Harmony of Engliſh Verſe to a Degree to whid 


Rhyme could hardly be thought capable. A late ing 
nious Writer produces the following Lines from Pope 
Tranſlation of the Epiſtle of Sappho to Phaon, as tl 
moſt harmonious Verſes in Rhyme in our Language: 
Ye gentle Gales ! beneath my Body blow, © 
And ſoftly lay me on the Waves below ! 
The peculiar Muſicalneſs (adds this Author) of th 
firſt of theſe Lines in particular, ariſes principally froi 
its conſiſting entirely of Iambic Feet ; which have 
ways aſtriking, although unperceived, Effect in an Eng 
liſh Verſe. As, for Example, SN 
Ye gentle Giles bEneith my Body blow. | 
Even if the laſt Foot alone be an Iambic, it caſts 
Harmony over a whole Line: 5 E 


ep! 
= 
. 
One 
hic 
in ( 
len 


1 


pt into future Times the Bard begin. . 
ature has given to each Paffion its peculiar Air, 

nguage, and Action. The different Changes diſcover 

mſelves in the Face, the Voice, the Geſture, and all 

Attitudes of the Body, as they are produced by the 

zvements of the Soul. Thus the W their 

Tone, when touched by a maſterly Hand; and 

5 ſhould the Poet be careful to adapt his Language to 

Subject; and, as far as is poſſible, the Sound to the 

ble : i eee 

ur Style ſnould an important Difference make, 

ben Heroes, Gods, or reverend Sages ſpeax; 

forid Youth, whom gay Deſires inflame; 

tender Nurſe, a chaſte and powerful Dame; 

erchant wand'ring with inceſſant Toil, 

he who cultivates the verdant Soil. N 


er Horace s Art of Poetry. 
tic is the Strain, when Zephyr gently blows EP 
c the ſaooth Stream in 2— : 
ers ( 


t, when loud Surges laſh the founding Shore, 
e hoarſe rough Verſe ſhould like the Torrent roar 3 
hen Ajax ſtrives ſome Rocks vaſt Weight to throw, 
te Line too labours, and the Words move flow; : 
dt ſo when ſwift Camilla ſcours the Plain, 
ies o'er th' unbending Corn, and ſkims along the Main. 


We ſhall conclude theſe Remarks with obſerving that 
erſification is the leaft requiſite in a Poet; the Sublime 
d Pathetic are the true Neryes of all genuine Poetry. 
he latter we have already confidered in treating of 
egiae Poetry. The former Longinus deduces from 
e dources or Species of Elocution. | 


1. The firſt and chief is a Grandeur and Sublimity of 


onception. 2. The Second, that pathetic Enthuſiaſm, 
hich at the ſame Time melts and inflames. z. A cer- 
in elegant Formation and Ordonance of Figures. 4. A 
lendid Diction. 5. And fifthly, which includes in it- 
[tall the reſt, a Weight and Dignity in the Compoſition. 

| | Having 


_ Pope's Efſay on Criticiſm. . 
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Having thus conſidered the principal Species of bo 
try, and the Rules neceſſary in Engliſh Verſification, u 
ſhall only obſerve that the following Collection is inten- 


ed to anſwer two great Ends, L/ and Pleaſure. Wil 
Regard to the former, it may be conſidered as Exampiy 


to the Rules already delivered, and the moſt elega 


Method of pointing out to the Reader the Manner i 


which the moſt celebrated Poets have handled eve 
Subject, and the Epithets and Similies they have chi 
| ſen: And, with Reſpe& to the latter, as an agreeal 
. Amuſement to every Reader; for which Reaſon it 


been thought proper to intitle it The Entertaining Cone 
nion. And, in order to adapt it more properly to the e 
ruſal of Youth, Care has been taken not to extract an 


Paſſages that may tend to corrupt their Morals ; but, 
the contrary, to exhibit Virtue and Vice in their genui 
Colours; which muſt induce them to love the forme 


and deteſt the latter. 


The Paſſages are ranked under their proper Heads 


— Order, and three Letters placed at the T. 
of the Page, in the Form of a Dictionary, to direct 
Reader in turning to the Article defired. / 


As there is another Collection of this Kind, publiſh 
many Years fince by Mr. Byſhe, it may not be imp 
per to obſerve that the Paſſages in theſe Volumes are, 
general, extracted from Authors whoſe Works were n( 
publiſhed till after that of Mr. Byſhe ; and, conſequen 


y. this Collection is very different from his, ne 


landing the Heads under which they are ranged, a 


often the ſame; a Circumſtance which the very Nati 
of the Work rendered impoſſible to be avoided. 


TH 


/ 


tertaining Companion : g 
OR, 7 1D 
OETICAL MISCELLANY. 


mY 
ABANDONED. 


OH E fair Sicilian. now thy Soul inflame, | 
| Eng? Why was I born, ye Gods, a Leſbian 


3d to y Dame? 
1 160 5 * But, ab! beware, Sicilian Nymphs,n nor 
boaſt 
— Heart which I ſo lately loſt, 
be with all theſe tempting Words abus'd, 
ſe tempting Words are all to Sappho 12d 5 
you that rule Sicilia's happy Plains, 
e Pity, Venus, on your Poet's Pains : 
| Fortune ſtill in ond ſad Tenor run, 
fill increaſe the Woes fo don begun? 
'd to Sorrow from my tender Years, 
Parent-Aſhes drank my eatly Tears ; | 
Brother next, negle&ing Wealth and Fi ame, | 
dbly bura'd in a deſtrattive Flame: | Es 
OI. I. 


1 


2 ABA The Entertaining wade, . 
An Infant - Daughter late my Griefs increas d, 
And all a Mother's Cares diſtract my Breaſt; 
Alas! what more could Fate itſelf impoſe, 
But thee the laſt and greateſt of my Woes ? 

No more my Robes in waving Purple flow, 
Nor on my Hand the ſparkling Diamonds glow ; 
No. more my Locks in Ringlets curl'd diffuſe - 
The coſtly Sweetneſs of Arabian Dews ; 

Nor Braids of Gold the varied Treſſes bind, 

That fly diſorder'd with the wanton Wind: 

For whom fliould Sappho uſe ſuch Arts as theſe ? 
He's gone whom only ſhe defir'd to pleaſe !— 
Sure 'twas not much to bid one kind Adieu, 

At leaſt to feign was never hard to you. 
Farewel, my Leſbian Love, you might have ſaid, 
Or coldly thus, Farewel, Oh, Leſbian Maid t Fe 
No Tear did you, no parting Kiſs receive, | 
Nor knew I then how much I was to grieve; _ 
No Lover's Gift your Sappho could confer, - * 
And Wrongs and Woes were all you left with her: 
No Charge I gave you, and no Charge could give, 
But this, be mindful of our Loves, and live. TEE 
Now, by the Nine, thoſe Pow'rs ador'd by me, 
And Love, the God that ever waits on thee, _ 
When firſt I heard (from whom I hardly knew) 
That you were fled, and all my Joys with you; 
Like ſome ſad Statue, ſpeechleſs, pale I ſtood, 
Grief chill'd my Breaſt, and ſtopp'd my freezing Blo 
No Sigh to riſe, no Tear had Pow'r to flow, 
Fix'd in a ſtupid Lethargy of Woe: 5 


* 
> - 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. A 3 
when its Way th' impetuous Paſſion ſouũnd. 
d my Treſſes, and my Breaſt I wound 
e, then weep, I curſe, and then complain, 
s ſwell to Rage, now melt in Tears again 
fiercer Pangs diſtract the mournfal Dame, 
oſe firſt born Infant feeds the Fun'ral Flame. 
Pope's dayghs 7 2 
. Gods behold the Greeks defile 
ir Temples, and abandon to the Spoil © © 
ir own Abodes; we feeble few conſpire 
ſave a ſinking Town mn in Fire, F862 
Dryden s Pingil. 
t he whoſe Altars on the en Snares, 
frequent Rites, and pure avow'd thy Power, 
dloom'd the moſt of human Hs to prove, | | 
leſs'd, WN to the Wrath of %. 
1 4 7 Pope s' Odyſſey. 


Pe 


d,. 


FE to the parting Goddeſs t thus the pray'd ; | 
Fl pitious ſtill be preſent to my Aid, 
er: 


WF quite abefiden your once favourite Maid. 
ve, Dryden” 3 Ow 
| 0 NM ABSENCE. 

gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away! 
Delia's Ear the tender Notes convey. _ 
ſome ſad Turtle his loſt Love deplore * 
N with deep Murmurs fills the ſounding Shores ; 
;, far from Delia, to the Winds I A 4 52 
te + kad unpity'd, and forlorn; | 
0, gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs along! 


her the feather'd Choirs negle& their Song: | 
B 2 FI | F or 


* 


4 ABS The Entertaining Companion: 
For her the Limes their pleafing Shades deny, 
For her the Lillies hang their Heads and die: 
Ye Flow'rs that droop, forſaken by the Spring, 
Ye Birds that, left by Summer, ceaſe to fing; 
Ye Trees that fade, when Autumn-Heats remove, 
Say, is not Abſence Death to thoſe who love? 
Go, gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away! 
Curs'd be the Fields that cauſe my Delia's Stay ; 
Fade every Bloſſom, wither ev'ry Tree, 

Die ev'ry Flow'r, and periſh all but ſhe, 

What have I ſaid ? Where-e'er my Delia flies, 

Let Spring attend, and ſudden Flow'rs ariſe ; © 

Let op'ning Roſes knotted Oaks adorn, 

And liquid Amber drop from ev'ry Thorn. 
Go, gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs along! 

The Birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their.Ev'ning Song, 

The Winds to breathe, the waving Woods to more 

And Streams to murmur, e'er I ceaſe to love. 

Not bubbling Fountains to the thirſty Swain, | 

Not balmy Sleep to Lab'rers faint with Pain, 

Not Show'rs to Larks, or Sun-ſhine to the Bee, 

Are half ſo charming as thy Sight to me. | 
Go, gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away! 


Come, Delia, come; ah! why this long Delay ? 


Thro' Rocks and Caves the Name of Pelia ſounda, 
Delia each Cave and ecchoing Rocks rebounds. 

Ye Pow'rs, what pleaſing Frenzy ſooths my Mind 
Do Lovers dream, or is my Delia kind? 

She comes, my Delia comes! Now ceaſe, my Ly 
And ceaſe, ye Gales, to bear my Sighs away. 


Pope's Paſs 


* 5 
Or, Poetical Miſcellany. + ABS 5 - - 
Friends beheld, and pity d him in vain,  _ 

what Advice can eaſe a Lover's Pain ? 
ence, the beſt Expedient they could find, 
ht ſave the Fortune, if not cure the Mind. 
| Dryden' s Fab. 
thon art all my Care and my Delight, 
daily Longing, and my Dream by Night: 

Night! more pleaſing than the brighteſt Day, 
en Fancy gives what Abſence takes away; 
J, dreſs'd in all its vifionary Charms, 
tores my fair Deſerter to my Arms |! Z 
n round your Neck in wanton Wreaths I twine, 
n you, methinks, as fondly circle mine; 
houſand tender Words I hear and ſpeak, 
houſand melting Kiſſes give and take : 
n fiercer Joys, I bluſh to mention theſe, ' 
, While I bluſh, confeſs how much they pleaſe. 
when with Day the ſweet Deluſions fly, 
d all Things wake to Life and Joy, but I, 

if once more forſaken, I complain, 
d cloſe my Eyes to dream of you again. 
en frantic riſe, and like ſome Fury rove 
ro lonely Plains, and thro” the ſilent Grove 3 

if the filent Grove, and lonely Plains, 
at knew my Pleaſures, could relieve my Pains. 
iew the Grotto, once the Scene of Love, 

e Rocks around, the hanging Roofs above, 
at charm'd me more, with native Moſs o'er-grows, 
8 n or 2 Parian Stone. 


* 


LOVE, 


5 3 | | I find 


— 
- 


6 ABS The Entertaining Companion : 25 


I find the Shades that veil'd our Joys before, 
But, Phaon gone, thoſe Shades delight no more. 
Here the preſs'd Herbs with bending Tops betray, 
Where oft intwin'd in amorous Folds we lay; 
I kiſs that Earth which once was preſs'd by you, 
And all with Tears the with'ring Herbs bedew. 
For thee the fading Trees appear to mourn, 
And Birds defer their Songs till thy Return : 
Night ſhades the Groves, and all in Silence lie, 
All but the mournful Philomel and I: 5 
With mournful Philomel I join my Strain 
Of Tereus _— nts Phaon I complain. | 
| Pope's Sappho to Pl 
In Spring the Fields, in Autumn Hills I love ; 
At Morn the Plains, at Noon the ſhady Grove; 
But, Delia always: Abſent from her Sight 
Nor Plains at Morn, nor Groves at Noon delight. 
| Pope's S 12 
Abſent or Dead, ſtill let a Friend be der; 
A Sigh the Abſent claims, the Dead a Tear. 
Pope to the Earl of O 
Fly ſwift, ye Hours, you meaſure Time in vain, | 
Till you bring back Leonidas again: 3 
Be ſwifter now; and, to redeem that Wrong, 
When he and I are met, be twice as long 
Dryden's Marriage A:la-mi 
Her mourning languid Eyes are rarely ſhown, 
Unleſs to thoſe afflicted like her own ; 
Her lone Apartment, all obſcure as Night, 
Diſcover'd only by a glimmering Light ; 


Weer 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. ABS 7 
eping ſhe ſat, her Face with Grief diſmay'd, | 
ich all its natural Sweetneſs has decay'd ; No 
t, in Deſpight of Grief; there does appear | 
e ruin'd Monument of what is fair, c 
e Love and Grief had took Poſſeſſion there: | 
eſe made her old without the Aid of Ms 

orn out and faint with ling'ring Hopes and Fears, 
c ſeldom. anſwers aught but with her Tears: 

> Train attends, ſhe only is obey'd 

Melancholy, that ſoft filent Maid : 

Maid that fits her Humour every Way, 

ith whom ſhe paſſes all the tedious Day! 

> other Object can her Mind content, 

ze feeds and flatters all her Languiſhment ; 

he noiſy Streams that from high Mountains fall, 

nd water all the neighbouring flow'ry Vale; 

he Murmurs of the Rivulets that glide 

gainſt the bending Sedges on the Side; Ye 

f mournful Birds the ſad and tuneſul Notes, | 
he Bleats of ſtraggling Lambs and New-years Goats ; 
he diſtant Pipe of ſome lone Mountain Swain, 

ho to his injur'd Paſſion fits his Strain, 5 
all the Harmony her Soul can entertain. 


| Mrs. Behn, 
hat Scenes appear where-e'er I turn my View 3 
he dear Ideas, where I fly, purſue, 
Uſe in the Grove, before the Altar riſe, | "1 
tain all my Soul, and wanton in my Eyes. 4 
waſte the Mattin Lamps in Sighs for thee, 
Thy Image ſteals between my God and me, a 
4 Thy 


—_—— — 


$8 ABS Te E ntertaining Companion : J 


Thy Voice I ſeem in ev'ry Hymn to hear, 
With ev'ry Bead I drop too ſoft a Tear. 
When from the Cenſer Clouds of Fragrance roll, 
And ſwelling Organs lift the riſing Soul, e. 
One Thought of thee puts all the Pomp to Flight, 
Prieſts, Tapers, Temples, ſwim before my Sight: 
In Seas of Flame my plunging Soul is drown'd, 
While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round. 
While proſtrate here in humble Grief I lie, 
Kind, virtuous Drops juſt gath'ring in my Eye 1 
While praying, trembling, in the Duſt I roll, 
And dawning Grace is op'ning on my Soul: 
Come, if thou dar'ſt, all charming as thou art! er 
Oppoſe thyſelf to Heav'n, diſpute my Heart; er 
Come, with one Glance of thoſe deluding Eyes 
Blot out each bright Idea of the Skies 
Take back that Grace, thoſe Sorrows, and thoſe Tea 


Take back my fruitleſs Penitence and Pray'rs; ' Wii: 
Snatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt Abode 1 | n 
Aſſiſt the Fiends, and tear me from my God. ' 1 


No, fly me, fly me, far as Pole from rep 
Riſe Alps between us! and whole Oceans roll! 


Ah! come not, write not, think not once of me, the 
Nor ſhare one Pang of all I felt for thee. ar: 
Thy Oaths I quit, thy Memory reſign ; _ d P 
Forget, renounce me, hate whate er was mine. We 
Fair Eyes, and tempting Looks (which yet I view I) 80 
Long lov'd, ador'd Ideas, all adien ! | Sil 
O Grace ſerene ! Oh Virtue, heavenly Fair! el 


Divine Oblivion of low-thoughted Care! ſuc 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. ADV 9 
h blooming Hope, gay Daughter of the Sky! 
J Faith, our early Immortality 
er, each mild, each amicable Gueſt; 
eive and waft me in eternal Reſt. 
Pope's Eloiſa to Abelard, 


ACCENT. 


ads, on your Wings, to Heav'n her Accents bear ; 
| Words : as Heav n alone is fit to hear. | 
Dryden's Virgil. 


tender Accent of a Woman's Cry 
Il paſs unheard, will unregarded die,; 

en the rough Seaman's-louder Shouts prevail, 
en fair Occaſion ſhews the ſpringing Gale. Prior. 


ADVICE. 
no, inſtruct me other Joys to prize, 
other Beauties charm my partial Eyes ; 
in my View ſet all the bright Abode, ' 
| make my Soul quit Abelard for God. 
! think at leaſt thy Flock deſerves thy Care, 
its of thy Hand, and Children of thy Pray'r. 
m the falſe World in early Youth they fled, 
hee to Mountains, Wilds, and Deſarts led. 
1 rais'd theſe hallow'd Walls; the Deſart ſmil* d, 
d Paradiſe was open'd in the Wild, 
weeping Orphan ſaw his Father's Stores 7 
Shrines irradiate, or imblaze the Floors; 
Silver Saints, by dying Miſers giv'n, | 
e brib'd the Rage of ill-requited Heav'n: 
ſuch plain Roofs as Piety could raiſe, | 
only vocal with the Maker's Praiſe. 
- B 5 


F 


10 ADV The Entertaining Companion: 
In theſe lone Walks (their Days eternal hound) 
Theſe Moſs-grown Domes with ſpiry Turrets crown! 
Where aweful Arches make a Noon-day Night, 
And the dim Windows ſhed a ſolemn Light; 
Thy Eyes diffus'd a reconciling Ry, 
And Gleams of Glory brighten'd all the Day. 
But now no Trace divine Contentment wears, 
"Tis all blank Sadneſs, or continual Tears : 
See how the Force of other Pray'rs I try, 
(O pious Fraud of am'rous Charity ! ) 
But why ſhould I on others Pray'rs depend? 
Come thou, my Father, Brother, Huſband, Friend 
Ah! let thy Handmaid, Siſter, Daughter, move, 
And all thoſe tender Names in one, thy Love ! 
Pope's Eloiſa to Abe 
O troubl'd, weak, and Coward as thou art! 
Without thy poor Advice, the lab'ring Heart 
To worſe Extremes with ſwifter Steps would run; 
Nor ſav'd by Virtue, yet by Vice undone. - | P 
Take ſound Advice, proceeding from a Heart. 
Sincerely yours, and free from fraudful Art. 
Dryden 8 V. 
| ADV OCATE. ny 
Learn what thou ow'ſ thy Country and thy Friend ; 
What's requiſite to ſpare, and what to fpend: 
Learn this; and, after, envy not the Store 
Of the INOS Advocate that grinds the Poor. 
Dryaen's Perl 
Foes to all living Worth, except your own, 


And Advocates for F = dead and gone, Pope's Epi} 
AOL 


— 


On Poetical Aa” Kor. . 
AZOLUS. 
ieir Rage imperial Zokus reftrains 
ith rocky Dungeons, and with Heaps of Chains ; 
De bellowing Brethren, in the Mountain pent, 
dar round the Cave, and ſtruggle for a Vent; 
om his high Throne, their Fury to aſſwage, 
e ſhakes his Sceptre, and controuls their Rage; 
down the Void their rapid Whirls had driven 
arth, Air, and Ocean, and the Tow'rs of Heaven: 
: Jove, the mighty Ruin to prevent, 
gloomy Caves the Aerial Captives pent; 
er their wild Rage the pond'rous Rocks he ſpread, 
nd hurl'd huge Heaps of Mountains on their Head ; 
nd gave a King, commiſſion'd to reſtrain 
nd curb the . or to looſe the Rein. 
Pitt's Virgil. 
he God RY 5 does in Caves conſtrain the Winds, 
an with a Breath their clam'rous Rage appeaſe; 
hey fear his Whiſtle, and forſake the Seas. 
Yet, once indulg'd, they ſweep the raging Main, 
Jeaf to the Call, or, hearing, hear in vain: 
hey, bent on Miſchief, bear the Waves before, 
nd, not content with Seas, inſult the Shore; 
hen Ocean, Air, and Earth, at once engage, 
nd rooted Foreſts fly before their Rage; 
t once the claſhing Clouds to Battle move, 
Ind Lighning runs acroſs the Fields above; 
Times of Tempeſt they command alone, 


ind be but ſits precarious on the Throne. 
Dryden's Ovid, 


B 6. 1: MTNA- 


12 EIN T7 he Entertaining ce Ie 
A TNA. 
Shall burning Etna, if a Sage requires, 
Forge to thunder, and recall her Fires ? 1 
Pope's Eſſay on 1 
But Etna roars with dreadful Ruins nigh, 
Now hurls a burſting Cloud of Cinders high, 
Involy'd in ſmoaky Whirlwinds to the Sky; 
With loud Diſploſion, to the ſtarry Frame | 
Shoots fiery Globes, and furious Floods of F lame; 
Now from her bellowing Caverns burſt away 
Voaſt Piles of melted Rocks, in open Day:: 
Her ſhatter'd Entrails wide the Mountain throws, 
And deep as Hell her burning Centre glows. 
On vaſt Enceladus this pond rous Load 
Was thrown in Vengeance by the thund'ring God ; 
Who pants beneath the Mountain, and expires, 
Thro' Openings huge, the fierce tempeſtuous Fires; 
Oft as he ſhifts his Side, the Caverns roar, | 
With Smoak and Flame the Skies are cover'd o'er, | 
And all Trinacria ſhakes from Shore to Shore. 
That Night we heard the loud tremendous Sound, 
'The monſtrous mingled Peal that thunder'd round ; 
While in the ſhelt'ring Wood we ſought Repoſe, 
Nor knew from whence the dreadful Tumult roſe, 
For not one Star diſplays his golden Light, 
The Skies lie cover'd in the Shades of Night; 
The Silver Moon her glimmering Splendor ſhrouds 


In gathering n and a 1 8 8 of Clouds. 
Fin s Vin 


or, Puuia Miſcellany. AGE ny 
ontraries on Ztna's Top conſpire, - 7 1 
hoary Froſts, and by hen breaks ont Fives 2 
eace ſecure the faithful Neighbours keep, 2 x 
imbolden'd Snow next tothe Flame does beer. 2 


A ah the Force r a ; 
ſubterranean Wind tranſports a Hl. 2 
thund'ring Etna, whoſe combuſtible | 
d fuell'd Entrails thence conceiving Fire, * 
lim'd with min'ral Fury, aid the Winds. 
d leave a ſinged Bottom all cs 1 


th Stench pe Es. 
Milton's Peet 1. 


ATLIC Io... Y 1 


all Afflictions taught a Lover Th... 
is ſure the hardeſt Leſſon to forget. Pope's Evil 


13 


83 
ere ſhall we find the Man that bears Affliction, Jr's 
T, eat and majeſtic in his Griefs, like Cato ? WD. - 
| Addifon' 3 Goth 7 
Þ G E. | 


e * Riſing of the flow ry Hill, - He n 17 \ 
de Vale enamell'd, and the cryſtal Rill; 2 
de Ocean rolling, and the ſhelly Shore, 709) 
autiful Objects ſhall delight no more; 

hen the lax'd Sinews of the weaken d Eye, 
wat'ry Damps, or dim Suffuſion lie: 15 
ay follows Night, the Clouds return again, 
ter the Falling of the latter Rainz 1 41 


AGE The Entertaining Companion: : | 


i to the Aged-blint-ſhall-ne'er return 
Grateful Viciflitude : He ſtill muſt mourn 
The Sun and Moon, and ey'ry ſtarry Light, 
Eclips'd to him, and loſt in everlaſting Night. 
Behold where Age's wretched Victim lies, 
See his Head trembling, and his half:clos'd Eyes ; 
- Frequent for Breath his panting Boſom heaves, 
To broken Sleep his Remnant Senſe he gives, 
And only by his Pains, awaking, finds he live:: 
Loos'd by devouring Time, the Silver Cord - 
Diſſever'd lies, unhonour'd from the Board ; 
The cryſtal Urn, when broken, is thrown by, - 
And apter Utenfils their 'Place ſupply : 
Theſe Things and thou muſt ſhare one equal Lot, 
Die and be loſt, corrupt and be forgot ; 
While till another and another Race 5 
Shall now ſupply, and now give up the Place; 
From Earth all came, to Earth muſt all return, 
Frail as the Corn, and WR as the Urn, | 
} Prior's Solom 
Fe or Youth itſelf's an empty wav'ring State: 
Cool Age advances venerably wiſe, 
Turns on all Hands its deep- diſcerning Eyes, 
Sees what befel, and what may yet befall; 
Coneludes from both, and beſt provides for all. 
Pope's Hom 
But Heaven its Gifts not all at once beſtows, 
Theſe Years with Wiſdom, crowns with Actions thoſe; 
The Field of Combat fits the Young and Bold, 
The ſolemn Council beſt becomes the Old : | 


3 


Or, Poetica! Aücelay. AGE 15 


) Youth the glorious Conflict I reſign; het 
t ſage AGO the Palm of Age, be mine 
doe Homer, 


me few, A Temp'r rance taught, approaching Sour 

o diſtant Fate by eaſy Journeys go: | bt 
ently they lay them down, as Ev/ning Sheep. . 
n their own woolly Fleeces ſoftly ſleep.  -—_- 

> noiſeleſs would I live, ſuch Death to find ; | 

ike timely Fruit not ſhaken by the Wind; 7 
ut ripely dropping from the ſapleſs Bough, 10 5 
nd, dying, nothing to myſelf would o Wwe: 
hus daily changing, with a duller Taſte 

df leſs'ning Joys, I by Degrees would waſte : - 

till quitting Ground by unperceiv d Decay, 

And ſteal ayes from Life, and melt away. | 

- Dryden's State — 
he Soul with nobler Reſolutions deck'd, 

The Body ſtooping, does herſelf erect; 046 
louds of Affections, from our younger Eyes, : 
onceal that Happineſs which Age deſcries ; 

he Soul's dark Cottage, batter'd and decay d, 

ets in new Light thro' Chinks that Time has made, 
dtronger by Weakneſs, wiſer Men become, 

\s they draw near to their eternal Home; 

Leaving the Old, both Worlds at once they view, 

hat ſtand upon the Threſhold of the New. Walker. 


The Golden Age was firſt, when Man, yet new, 
No Rule but uncorrupted Reaſon knew, { 
And with a native Bent did Good purſue. 


Unforc'd 


16 AGE The Entertaining Companion: 
Unforc'd by Puniſhment, unaw'd by Fear, 


Nor Drum was heard, nor Trumpets angry Sound, 


And Honey en thro? the Pores of Oak. 


His Words were ſimple, and his Soul fincere : 
Needleſs were written Laws, where none . 
The Law of Man was written in his Breaſt. 
No ſuppliant Crouds before the Judge appear d, 

No Court erected yet, nor Cauſe was heard; 

But all was ſafe, for Conſeiende was their Guard: 
No Walls were yet, nor Fence, nor Moat, nor Mound, 


Nor Swords were forg'd; but, void of Care and 
The ſoſt Creation ſlept away their Time. 
The teeming Earth yet guiltleſs of the Plough; 
And unprovok d, did fruitful Stores allow, 


Content with Food which Nature freely bred, th 


On Wildings and on Strawberries they fed ; 


Cornels and Bramble. berries gave the reſt, | F 
And falling Acorns furniſh'd out a Feaſt. | 


The Flow'rs unfown in Fields and Meadows reign'd, 
And weſtern Winds immortal Spring maintain d. Mat 
In following Years the bearded Corn enſu'd 
From Earth unaſk'd, nor was that Earth renew'd; I ud 
From Veins of Vallies Milk and Nectar broke, 


ee ez 


But when good Saturn, baniſh'd from abore, en 
Was driv'n to Hell, the World was under Jove: - ra 
| Succeeding Times a Silver Age behold, 555 


Excelling Braſs, but more excell'd by Gold: Nee 


Or, Poetica! Miſcellany. AGE 17 
n Summer, Autumn, Winter, did appear, 

] Spring was but a Seaſon of the Year. 

Sun his annual Courſe obliquely made, 

od Days contrated, and inlarg'd the bad: 

Air with ſultry Heats began to glow; 

e Wings of Winds were clogg'd with Ice and Snow: 
d ſhiv'ring Mortals, into Houſes drivin, 


: ght Shelter from the Inclemency of Heav'n. 
nd, Meir Houſes then were Caves, or homely Sheds, 
„ th twining Oziers fenc'd, and Moſs their Beds; 


en Ploughs for Seed the fruitſul Furrows broke, 
d Oxen labour'd firſt beneath the Yoke. . 
e | n's Ovid. 
"$$: @baws A G E. boa mn F 
this came next in Courſe the Brazen Age, 1 
arlike Off: ſpring, prompt to a Rage, 
t impious py 0 tz 7 | LAS Ovid 5 
n e e a 
05 Hard Steel ſucceeding then, | 
d ſtubborn as the Metal were the Men: 
uth, Modeſty, and Shame, the World forſoak ; 
aud, Avarice, and Force, their Places took!!! 
en Sails were ſpread to ev'ry Wind that blew; ?: 
w were the Sailors, and the Depths were new. 
es, rudely hollow'd, did the Waves ſuſtain, 
We Ships in Triumph plough'd the wat'ry Main. 
en Land-Marks limited to each his Right; 
r all before was common as the Light : 1 
or was the Ground alone requit d to bear 
annual Income to the crooked Share: 


0 And double Death did wretched Man invade, 


18 AGE The Entertaining Companion: ü 


But greedy Mortals, rummaging her Store, 
Digg'd from her Entrails firſt the precious Ore, . 
(Which next to Hell the prudent Gods had laid) 
And that alluring Ill to Sight diſplay d: 

Thus curſed Steel and more accurſed Gold 

Gave Miſchief Birth, and made that Miſchief bold; 1 


By Steel aſſaulted, and by Gold betray'd: 
Now, brandiſh'd Weapons glitt'ring in their Hands, 
Mankind is broken looſe from mortal Bands: 
No Rights of Hoſpitality remain; 

The Gueſt, by him that harbqur'd him, 1s gain: 
The Son- in- Law purſues the Father's Liſe; 
The Wife her Huſband murthers, he the Wife: 
The Step-· dame Poiſon for the Son prepares 
The Son enquires into his Father's Vears 
Faith flies, and Piety in Exile mourns, 540 
And N hers neireng to Bear” n returns. 


[35 * Dryden's (0; ile, 
. Goldm AGE. 5 
No more ſhall Nation againſt Nation riſe, 
Nor ardent Warriors meet with hateful Eyes, ef. 
Nor Fields with gleaming Steel be cover'd o'er, ere 


The brazen Trumpets kindle Rage no more: em? 
But uſeleſs Lances-into Scythes ſhall bend, 1 8 
And the broad Falchion in a Plough-ſhare end. 
Then Palaces ſhall riſe; the joyful Son 
Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd Sire begun + 
Their Vines a Shadow to their Race ſhall 08 
And the ſame Hand that ſow'd, ſhall reap the Field 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. AGE 19 

e Swain in barren Deſarts with Surprize * 

Lillies ſpring, and ſudden Verdure riſe 1. 

d ſtarts, amidſt the thirſty Wilds to hear 

w Falls of Water murm'ring in his Ear. 

 rifted Rocks, the Dragon's late Abodes, 

e green Reed trembles, and the Bulruſh nods. 

aſte ſandy Valleys, once perplex'd with Thorn, -. 

e ſpiry Fir and ſhapely Box adorn: | 

> Icaflsſs Shrubs the flow'ring Palms ſucceed. 

d od'rous Myrtle to the noiſome Weed. | Md 

e Lambs with Wolves ſhall graze the verdant Mead. 

d Boys in flow'ry Bands the Tyger lead; 9b 

e Steer and Lion at one Crib ſhall meet, N 

Wd harmleſs Serpents lick the Pilgrim's Feet. 
he ſmiling Infant in his Hands ſhall take, 

he creſted Bafiliſk and ſpeckled Snake, 

eas'd, the green Luſtre of the Scales ſurvey, 

nd with their forky Tongues ſhall innocently play, 

iſe, crown'd with Light, imperial Salem, riſe 1 _ 

xalt thy tow'ry Head, and lift thy Eyes ! 

e, a long Race thy ſpacious Courts adorn ;. 

e future Sons and Daughters, yet unborn, 

n crouding Ranks on ev'ry Side ariſe, 

emanding Eife, impatient for the Skies ! 

ze barb'rous Nations at thy Gates attend, 

alk in thy Light, and in thy Temple hend; 

e thy bright Altars throng'd with proſtrate Kings 

nd heap'd with Products of Sabzan Springs! 

or thee Idume's ſpicy Foreſts: blow, - ... 

nd Seeds of Gold in Ophir's Mountains glow. | 


| 


8 O 
. 


* 


20 AGE The Entertaining Companion : 
See Heav'n its ſparkling Portals wide diſplay, 
And break upon thee in a Flood of Day! 

No more the riſing Sun ſhall gild the Morn, 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her ſilver Horn; 
But loſt, diffolv'd in thy ſuperior Rays, 
3 One Tide of Glory, one unclouded Blaze | 
/ Orerflow thy Courts: The Light bimſetf ſha ſhine 
1 Reveal'd, and God's eternal Day be | 
The Seas ſhall waſte, the Skies in Smoak 3 | 
Rocks fall to Duſt, and Mountains melt away ; 
But fix'd his Word, his ſaving Power remains; 
Thy Realm for ever laſts, thy own Meſſiah reigns ! 
- Pope's Mjii 
The Year's CTR! by Sybils ſage foretold, 
Again by cireling Time in Order roll'd ! 
Aſtrea comes, old Saturn's holy Reign, 
Peace, Juſtice, Virtue, now return again! 
See a new Progeny from Heav'n deſcend ! | 
Lucina, hear! th' important Birth befriend ! ——- 
Each Field ſhall breathe Affyria's rich Perfume, | - 
And Sweets ambroſial round thy Cradle bloom: 
With Milk o'ercharg'd the Goats ſhall homeward ſpec 
And Herds, ſecure from mighty Lions, feed. 
The baleful Aſp and ſpeckled Snake ſhall die, Ile 
Nor pois'nous Herb 'midſt Flow'rs conceal'd ſhall lie. 
Warm'd with old Heroes Fame, the Youth ſhall knon 
'Then cluſt'ring Grapes on Foreſt-thorns ſhall grow ; 
 Swains, without Culture, golden Harveſts reap, d ſer 
And knotted Oaks ſhall Show'rs of Honey weep.— 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. ALC i 1 
freighted Ship ſhall wander Ocean round, 

th ev Ty Fruit ſhall ev'ry Clime be crown d: 
Lands ſhall feel the Rake, nor Vine the Hook, 
e Swain from Toil his Bullocks ſhall unyoke: 
Wool ſhall glow with alien Colours gay, ba 
e Ram himſelf rich Fleeces ſhall diſplay 


122 clothe with Red the crouded Fold, 


ene, Fug 
AGONY. 1 


ou who, for nie, didſt feel ſuch Pain, 3 
hoſe precious Blood the Croſs diſt ſtain, { | 

t not theſe Agonies be vain. Roſcommon, S 
ee I have miſs'd, and thought it long, depriv'd 
y Preſence, Agony of Love ! till now | 
ot felt, nor ſhall be twice. Milton's Paradiſe Loft. 


Palace of ALCINOUS.. 


he Front appear'd with radiant Splendor gay, 

icht as the Lamp of Night, or Orb of Day: 

e Walls were maſly Braſs ; the Cornice high 

ue Metals crown'd, in Colours of the Sky: 

ich Plates of Gold the folding Doors incaſe, 

he Pillars Silver. on a brazen Baſe; 

ver the Lintels deep projected o'er, 

nd Gold the Ringlets that command the Door ; 

wo Rows of ſtately Dogs, on either Hand, 

d ſculptur'd Gold and labour'd Silver, Rand : 2 G 
heſe Vulcan form'd, with Art divine, to watt 
mortal Guardians at Alcinous' Gate. 


1 


native Purple, and unborrow'd Gold. „ 


„ ALE Y be Entertaining Companion ; 


Alive each animated Frame appears, 


Fair [Thrones within, from Space to Space, were rai 


There the vain Youth, who made the World his Priz 


His Bones, that better had been toſs'd and hurl'd; 


Now it remains a Monument confeſt, 


And {till to live beyond the Pow'r of Years ;” 


Where various Carpets with Embroid'ry blaz'd, 
The Work of Matrons : Theſe the Princes preſt, 

Day after Day, a long continu'd Feaft : 4 
Refulgent Pedeſtals the Walls ſurround, 
Which Boys of Gold with flaming Torches crown'd; 
The poliſh'd Ore, reflecting ev'ry Ray, 

Blaz'd on the Banquets with a double Day. 


Pope's Oayſ 
ALC 0 VE. 
The weary'd Champion lulls in ſoft Alcoves, _ pa 
The nobleſt Boaſt of the romantic Groves. & / ich 


Deep in a rich Alcove the Prince was laid, , 
And ſlept beneath the pompous Colonnade. Pape 8 ON, 


ALEXANDER. 


That proſp'rous Robber, Alexander, lies. 
When pitying Death at length had freed Mankind, 
To ſacred Reſt his Bones were here conſign'd : 


With juſt Contempt, around the injur'd World. 
But Fortune ſpar'd the Dead; and partial Fate, 
For Ages, fix'd his Pharian Empire's Date. 

If e'er our long-loſt Liberty return, 

That Carcaſe is reſerv'd for public Scorn : 


How one proud Man could lord it o'er the reſt. 


Roaves 120 
ALPS 


Or, 2 n AMA 23 
ee 11 f 
leas'd at once the tow'ring Ak we try, 
nt o'er the Vales, and ſeem to tread the b 0 yy 
eternal Snows appear already alt: + : = 
the firſt Clouds and Mountains ſeem tne laſt: 
thoſe attain'd,' we tremble to ſurvey EY 
growing Labours of the lengthen'd Way: 
increafing Proſpect tries our wand'ring Eyes, 
p peep © 'er ON * ne Alps ariſe. 
Pope s tr on nen N 
A MA R A N 1H. 7 
nortal Amaranth, a Flow'g, which once 
Paradiſe, faſt by the Tree of Life, 
gan to bloom; but ſoon, for Man's Offence, 
Heav'n remov'd, where firſt it grew, there grows, 
fow'rs aloft, /ſhading the Fount of Life; 
d where the River of Bliſs, thro' Midft of Heav'n, 
Is o'er Elyfian Flow'rs her Amber Stream: 
th theſe, that never fade, the Spirits ele 
d their a Locks, inwreath'd with Beams. 
Milton's. nen "_ 
A M AZ EMEN- T. 
, heav'nly Pair, and with your dazzling Virtues, * 
vr r Courage? Truth, your Innocence and aps 4. 
ze and | chat Mankind. © | 
© Smith's Phadr. and 2 
, look! Amazement on my Mother ſits ; 
ſtep between her and the fighting Soul: 
dnceit in WE Bodies ſtrongeſt works. | 
| „ $s Hamlet. 
He 


HO 


Ts 


L —_— 


24 AMB The Entertaining Companion: 
He ended, and his Words Impreſſions left 
Of much Amazement to th' infernal Crew, 
Diſtracted and ſurpris'd with deep Diſmay | . 
At theſe ſad Tidings. Milton's Paradiſe Regai 
Had you ſome Ages paſt this Race of Glory 
Run, with Amazement we ſhould read your Story; 
But living Virtue, all Atchievements paſt, - 
Meets Envy ſill to grapple with the laſt. Wal 
AMBITION. | 
One World ſuffic'd not Alexander's Mind, 
| Coop'd up he ſeem'd in Earth and Seas confin'd : 
And ftruggling ftretch'd his reſtleſs Limbs about 
The narrow Globe, to find a Paſſage out: | 
Yet, enter'd in the Brick-built Town, he try'd 
The Tomb, and found the ſtreight Dimenſions wide. 
Death only this myſterious Truth unfolds, 
The mighty Soul how ſmall a Body holds ! 
| Dryden's Ju 
For Kings oft loſe the Conqueſts gain d before, 
By vain Ambition ftill to make them more. P. 
The neighbouring Monarchs, by thy Beauty led, 
Contend in Crouds, ambitious of thy Bed. Dryden's Fi 
Ambition firſt ſprung from your bleſt Abodes ; 
The glorious Fault of Angels and of Gods: Word 
Thence to their Images on Earth it flows, 
And in the Breafts of Kings and Heroes glows. P. 
Ambition's like a Circle on the Water, 


Which never ceaſes to enlarge itſelf, mne 
Till dy broad ſpreading it diſperſe to nought. e 
88 | an s Hen e Þ 


Tem 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. ANA 

Temple of Fupiter AMMON. 

w to the ſacred Temple they draw near, 

oſe only Altars Libyan Lands revere; 

ere, but unlike the Jove by Rome ador'd, 

orm uncouth, ſtands Heav'n's Almighty Lord. 

regal Enſigns grace his potent Hand, | 

r ſhakes he there the Lightning's flaming Brand: 

| ruder to behold, a horned Ram 

ves the God, and Ammon is his Name. 

ere, tho' he reigns unrival'd and alone, 

r the rich Neighbours of the Torrid Zone : 

o' ſwarthy /Ethiops are to him confin'd, 

th Araby the bleſs'd, and wealthy Inde; 

no proud Domes are rais'd, no Gems are ſeen 

blaze upon his Shrine with coſtly Sheen ; 

plain, and poor, and unprophan'd he flood, 

h as to whom our great Forefathers bow'd : 

od of pious Times, and Days of old, 

at keeps his Temple. ſafe from Roman Gold. 1 

re, and here only, through wide Libya's Space, 
| 
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a” 
— ww 


ide. 
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ll Trees the Land and verdant Herbage grace: 

re the looſe Sands by plenteous Springs are _ 
it to a Maſs, and moulded into Ground: 

re ſmiling Nature wears a fertile Dreſs, 

d all TIO here the 3 God confeſs. 


Pt Rowe's Lucan, 
FEE 
eis, thou beſt Anana, thou the Pride ES 
vegetable Life, beyond whate'er : : 


e Poets imag'd, in the Golden Age: 3 3 
ob G | al 


26 ANG 7 bs Entertaining Companion: ; 


Quick, let me firip thee of thy tuſty Coat, | 
5 785 thy Ambroſial Stores, and feaſt with Jove. 
T hompſon's Seaſ 
AN 8 
Thus, when an Angel views Mankind diſtreſt, 
He feels Compaſſion pleading in his Breaſt; 
Inſtant the Heavenly Guardian cleaves the Skies, 
And, pleas'd to ſave, on Wings of Lightning flies. 
So when an Angel, by Divine Command, * 
With riſing Tempeſt ſhakes a guilty Land, 
Such as of late o'er pale Britannia paſt; 
Calm and ſerene he drives the furious Blaſt, 
And, pleas'd th' Almighty's Orders to perform, 
Rides 1 in the Whirlwind, and direQs the Storm, 
Addi on” 8 Cane 
Or Virgins viſited by Angel Powers, 
With golden Crowns, and Wreaths of heav'nly Flos 
Peiaoape's Rape of the l. 
_ A higher F light the vent'rous Goddeſs tries, 
1 li” Leaving material Worlds and local Skies; 
{0 Enquires what are the Beings, where the Space, 
'That form'd and held the Angels antient Race ; 
For Rebel Lucifer with Michael fought, 
(I offer only what Tradition taught) 
Embattl'd Cherub againſt Cherub roſe ; 
Heav'n rung with Triumph, Hell was fill'd with Wa 
What were theſe Forms of which your Volumes tell: 
How ſome ſought great, and'others recreant fell! 
Theſe bound to bear an everlaſting Load, 
Durance of Chains, and Baniſhment of God, 


700 


low! 
[4 f 


tell! 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. ANG 27 
fatal Turns their wretched Strength to tire, 
o ſwim in ſulph'rous Lakes, or land on ſolid Fire. 
/hilt thoſe exalted to primeval Light, 
xceſs of Bleſſing, and ſupreme Delight, 
dnly perceive ſome little Pauſe of Joys, 
thoſe great Moments, when their God employs 
heir Miniſtry, to pour his threaten'd Hate 
)n the proud King, or the rebellious State: 
Dr to reverſe Jehovah's high Command, 
And ſtop the Thunder falling from his Hand, 
Vhen to his Duty the proud King returns, 
and the rebellious State in Aſhes mourns. 
ow can good Angels be in Heav'n confin'd, 
Dr view that Preſence, which no Space can bind? , 
God above, beneath, or yon”, or here? = 
e who made all, is he not every-where { 85 
h! how can wicked Angels find a Night 


do dark to hide em from that piereing Light, 


Vhich form'd the Eye, and gave the Pow'r of Sight ? 
Vhat mean I now of Angel, when I hear 


Firm Body, Spirit pure, or fluid Air? 


pirits to Action ſpiritual confin'd, 5 
'riends to our Thought, and Kindred to our Mind, 
Should only act and prompt us from within, 


Nor by external Eye be ever ſeen. 

Was it not therefore to our Fathers known, | - 
That theſe had Appetite, and Limb and Bone? | 

Elſe how could Abram waſh their weary'd Feet, 

Or Sarah peas their Taſte with ſav'ry Meat; 


Ca IEP Whence 


28 ANG The Entertaining Companion: 
Whence ſhould they fear, or why did Lot engage 
To ſave their Bodies from abuſive Rage ? 
And how could Jacob, in a real Fight, 
| Feel or reſiſt the wreſtling Angel's Might? 

How could a Form its Strength with Matter try ? 
Or how a Spirit touch a Mortal's Thigh ? 
Now are they Air condens'd, or-gather'd Rays? 
How guide they then our Pray'r, or keep our Ways, 
By ſtronger Blaſts ſtill ſubject to be toſt, 
By Tempeſts (catter'd, and in Whirlwinds loſt ? 
Have they again, as Sacred Song proclaims, 
| Subſtances rea“, and exiſting Frames? | 
How comes it, fince with them we jointly ſhare 
The great Effect of our Creator's Care; 
That, whilſt our Bodies ſicken and decay, 
'Their's are for ever healthy, young, and gay? 
Why, whilſt we ſtruggle, in this Vale beneath, 
With Want and Sorrow, with Diſeaſe and Death, 
Do they, more bleſs'd, perpetual Life employ, 
On Songs of TO and in Scenes of Joy? 
Prior's Sole 


Then Gabriel 
Bodies and cloaths himſelf with thicken'd Air, 

All like a comely Youth in Life's freſh Bloom : 

Rare Workmanſhip, and wrought by Heav'nly Loom" 
He took for Skin a Cloud moſt ſoft and bright, 
That, e're the Mid- day Sun pierc'd through with Ligh 
Upon his Cheeks a lively Bluſh he ſpread, 
Waſh'd from the Morning Beauties deepeſt Red. 


A han 


Or, Poetica! Miſcellany: ANG 29 
harmleſs flaming Meteor ſhone for Hair, 

id fell adown his Shoulders with looſe Care: 

cut out a Silk Mantle from the Skies, 

here the moſt ſprightly Azure pleaſe the Eyes; 

bis he with Starry Vapours ſpangles, all 

en in their Prime, e're they grow ripe and fall. | 
a new Rainbow, e'r̃e it fret or fade, of 
e choiceſt Piece ta'en out, a Scarf is made: 

all ſtreaming Clouds he does for Wings diſplay : 

or virtuous Lovers ſigh more ſoft than they. 

eſe he gilds o'er with the Sun's richeſt Rays, 


ght gilding o'er oy Streams, on which he plays. 
Covey. 


ayy 


Pwr. thither promd in Flight, 

2 ſpeeds, and through the vaſt Ætherial Sky 

ils between World and World with ſteady Wings; 
Ow on the Polar Winds, then with . Fan 

innows the buxom Air. 

beamy, ſunny Rays à golden Tier 

rcled his Head, nor leſs his Locks behind 

uſtr.ous on his Shoulders, fledg'd with Wings, 

y waving round. ' Milton's Paradiſe Loft. 
. - Six Wings he wore to ſhade 

is Lineaments Divine ; the Pair that clad 

ch Shoulder broad, came mantling o'er his Breaſt 

ith regal Ornament ; the middle Pair 

irt, like a ſtarry Zone, his Waiſt, and round 

irted his L oins and Thighs with downy Gold 

d Colours dipp'd in Heaven: The third his Feet 
adow'd from either Heel with feather'd Mail, 
y-tinctur'd Grain. Like Maia's Son he flood, 

C 3 And 
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30 ANI The Entertaining Companion: 


Who taught the Nations of the Field and wood 


Full Nature ſwarms with Life; one wond'rous Maſs 
Of Animals or Atoms organiz'd, 
: Waiting the vital Breath, when Parent Heav'n 


In putrid Streams emits the living Cloud 


And ſhook his Plumes, that heav'nly Fragrance fill'd 
The Circuit wide. Milton's Paradiſ 
| | ANG E a fc 
Black Choler fill'd his Breaſt, that boil'd with Ire, 
And from his Eye-balls flaſh'd the living Fire. 
Pope 3 
What loſty Looks th' unrival'd Monarch bears ! 
How all the Tyrant in his Face appears! 
What ſudden Fury clouds his ſcornful Brow ! 
Gods how his Eyes with threat'ning Ardors glow! 
Can this imperious Lord forget to reign, | 
Quit all his State, deſcend and ſerve again? Pope's Stati 


ANIMALS. 


To ſhun their Poiſon, and to chuſe their Food ? 
Preſcient the Tides or Tempeſts to withſtand, _ 
Build on the Wave, or Arch, beneath the Sand ? 
Who made the Spider Parallels deſign, 
Sure as Demoivre, without Rule or Line ? 
Who bid the Stork, Columbus-like, explore 
Heav'ns not his own, and Worlds unknown before! 
Who calls the Council, Rates the certain Day, 
Who forms the Phalanx, and who points the Way ? 
Pope's Eſſay on J 
| ANIMALCULES. ; 


Shall bid his Spirit blow. Tae hoary Fen 


Or, Poetica! Miſcellany. ANI“ 31 
Peſtilence. Through ſubterranean Cells, 
here ſcorching Sun- beams ſcarce can find a Way, 
th animated heaves. The flow'ry Leaf 
ants not its ſoft Inhabitants. Secure 
ithin its winding Citadel, the Stone 
plas Multitudes. But chief the Foreſt Boughs 
at dance unnumber'd to the playful Breeze, 
ie downy Orchard, and the melting Pulp 
mellow Fruit, the nameleſs Nations feed 
f evaneſcent Inſects. Where the Pool 
ands mantled o'er with Green inviſible, 
mid the floating Verdure Millions ftray. 
ach Liquid too, whether it pierces, ſooths, 
flames, refreſhes, or exalts the Taſte, | 
ith various Forms abounds: Nor is the Stream 
f pureſt Cryſtal, nor the lucid Air, | 
ho' one tranſparent Vacancy it ſeems, 
oid of their unſeen People. Theſe, bins | 
y the kind Art of forming Heaven, eſcape - 
he groſſer Eye of Man: For, if the Worlds 
Worlds inclos'd, ſhould on his Senſes burſt, 
om Cates Ambroſial, and the Nectar'd Bowl, 

e would abhorrent turn; and in dead Night, 
hen Silence lleeps o o'er all, be ſtunn'd with Noiſe. 

Thompſon's Seaſons, 

vn the blue 8 the purple Plum ſurrounds, 
\ living World, thy flaming Sight confounds. 
o him a peopled Habitation ſhows, 
Ynere Millions taſte the Bounty God beſtows. 
Deity, a Poem. 


4 C4 | ANNE 
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= ANT The Entertaining Companion : 
ANNIHILATION. 


| Abhorr'd Annihilation ! blaſts the Soul, 
And rude extends the Bounds of human Woe. 
| Young's Night T hought 
That Knowledge, which, as Spirits, we obtain, 
Is to be valu'd in the Midſt of Pain: 
Annihilation were to loſe Heav'n more: 
We are not quite exil'd, where Thought can ſoar. 
355 Dryi 
ANT. a: 
So when the Piſmires, an induſtrious Train, 
Embody'd rob ſome golden Heap of Grain; 
Studious, e're ſtormy Winter frowns, to lay 
Safe in their darkſome Cells the treaſur'd Prey 
In one long Track the duſky Legions lead 
Their Prize in Triumph through the verdant Mead, 
Here hending with the Load, a-panting Throng, 
With Force conjoin'd, heave ſome huge Grain along, 
Some laſh the Stragglers to the. Taſk aflign'd ; 
Some to their Ranks the Bands that lag behind. 
They crowd the peopl'd Path in thick Array,. 
Glow at the Work, and darken all the Way. 
Pitt's Virgil 


And, O! thou Sluggard, tell me why the Ant, 
Midſt Summer's Plenty, thinks of Winter's Want, 
By conftant Journeys careful to prepare | 
Her Stores, and bringing Home the corny Ear ? 
By what Inſtruction does ſhe bite the Grain, 
Leſt, hid in Earth, and taking Root again, 


Or, Poetica! Miſcellany. APO 33 
t might elude the Foreſight of her Care ? 2 


diltin in either Inſect's Deed appear | 
hne Marks of Thought, Contrivance, Hope, and Fear. 


Prior's Solomon, 


APOTH E CARY. 

o modern *Pothecaries, taught the Art 

y Doctor's Bills to play the Doctor's Part, 

zold in the Practice of miſtaken Rules, 

n apply, and call their Maſters Fools. 

1 150 Pope's Eſſay on Criticiſm, 

is Shop the gazing vulgar Eye employs, | 
Vith Foreign Trinkets, and Domeſtic Toys. 

cre Mummies lie moſt reverendly ſtale, 

\nd there the Tortoiſe hangs her Coat of Mail. 

ot far from ſome huge Shark's devouring Head, 
[he Flying Fiſh their finny Pinjons ſpread. 

loft in Rows large Poppy Heads were ſtrung, 

nd near a ſcaly Alligator hung. 
n this Place, Drugs in muſty Heaps decay'd ; 
n that, dry'd Bladders and drawn Teeth are laid. 


| Garth's Diſpenſary. 
do remember an Apothecary, 

n tatter'd Weeds, with overwhelming Brows, 
-ulting of Simples: Meagre were his Looks; 

dlarp Miſery had worn him to the Bones; 

nd in his needy Shop a Tortoiſe hung, 

an Alligator fluff d, and other Skins 

F ill-ſhap'd Fiſhes ; and about his Shelves 

\ beggarly Account of empty Boxes, 

teen earthen Pots, Bladders, and muſty Seeds, 

„ Remnants 


34 APP The Entertaining Companion : 
Remnants of Packthread, and old Cakes of Roſes, 
Were thinly ſcatter'd, to make up a Show. 
Shakeſpeare's Romeo and Julie 
APPARITION. 
See in her Cell ſad Eloiſa ſpread, 
Propp'd on ſome Tomb, a Neighbour of the Dead. 
In each low Mind, methinks, a Spirit calls, + 
And more than Ecchoes ſtalk along the Walls. 
Here, as I watch'd the dying Lamps around, 
From yon tall Shrine I heard a hollow Sound: 
Come, Siſter, come ! (it ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay) 
„Thy Place is here, ſad Siſter, come away 
Once, like thyſelf, I trembled, wept, and pray'd, 
4 Love's Victim then, tho' now a ſainted Maid. 
Hut all is calm in this eternal Sleep; 
Here Grief forgets to groan, and Eyes to BP: 4 
*< Ev'n Superſtition loſes ev'ry Fear: 
For God, not Man, abſolves our F railty here. 
Pope's Eloija to Abelark 
0 PPLA USE. 
Nations a your mighty Names ſhall ſound, 
And Worlds applaud, that muſt not yet be found. Pep 
The Monarch ſpoke, and ftraight a Murmur roſe, 
Loud as the Surges, when the Tempeſt blows, 
That, daſh'd on broken Rocks, tumultuous roar, 
And foam and thunder on the ſtony Shore. 
Pope's Hamm 
His Army's juſt Applanſes riſe, 
And the loud Shout runs ecchoing thro' the Skies. 
| Pope” s Hom 
Su . 


Or, Poetical 26 dla. ARC 33 


Such Murmur fill'd 
' Aſſembly, as when hollow Rocks retain | 
e Sound of bluſtering Winds, which all Night long 
ad rous'd the Sea; now with hoarſe Cadence lull 
afaring Men o'er-watch'd, whoſe Bark, by Chance, 
Pinnace anchors in a craggy Bay, 
fer the Tempeſt. Such Applauſe was heard. 
Milton's Paradiſe Loſt. 

ARBOUR. 5 
t us divide our Labours : Thou, where Choice 
20s thee, or where moſt needs, whether to mind 
he Woodbine round this Arbour, or direct 
he claſping as where to climb. 
Milton's Paradif Df. 
r Noon-day's Heat are cloſer Arbours made, — 
nd for freſh Ev'ning Air the op'ner Glade, 

Dryden's State of Vnocence. | 
A Ren 
midſt the ſpacious Plain the Hero plac'd, 
blime in Air, Sergeſtus' lofty Maſt; 
round the tap'ring Top a Dove they tie, 
he trembling Mark, at which their Arrows fly : 
ther to try their Skill the Warriors haſte, 
nd in a brazen Helm the Lots are caſt. 
rſt with Applauſe Hippocoon's Lot was thrown, 
he mighty Hyrtacus' illuſtrious Son. 
Ineſtheus the next, whom verdant Olives grace, 
he ſecond Victor in the Naval Race. 
hen the third Chance to great Eurytion came, 
„by Brother, Pandarus, renown'd in Fame; . 
Suc CS Whoſe 


36 ARC The Entertaining Companion: 
Whoſe Hand, by Pallas prompted, drew the Bow, 
To break the Trace againſt the Grecian Foe: 
Laſt in the Helm remain'd Alceſtes' Name; 

Old as he was, he try'd the youthfal Game, 
Then ev'ry Chief, with all his Strength and Art, 
Bent the tough Bow, and choſe the feather'd Dart. 
Thro' yielding Air, firſt vaniſh'd with a Spring, 
Hippocoon's Arrow from the ſounding String : 
Full in the Maſt impell'd with Vigour ſtood 
The foreeful Shaft, and quiver'd in the Wood: 
The Dove, affrighted, ſtretch'd her Autt'ring Wing, i 
And with Applauſe the Vales and Mountains ring. 
Then Mneſtheus drew the Bow, and aim'd on high. 
The pointed Dart, and levell'd with his Eye; 
Nor through the Mark the luckleſs Arrow drove, 
But cut the String that ty'd the trembling Dove. 
Swift through the Clouds the Bird unſhackled flies, 
And ſpreads her Wings at Freedom in the Skies. 
Already had ;Eurytion bent his Bow, 
And to his Brother God addreſs'd his Vow. 

The tow'ring Bird amid the Clouds he ſlew, 
And the: ſwift Shaft transfix'd her, as ſhe flew, 
High in the Skies ſhe feels the deadly Wound, 
And, with the Dart, comes dying to the Ground. 
And, now all Hopes expir'd, the Conqueſt 0 . 
The venerable Prince alone remain'd: | 
Yet he diſcharg'd the flying Shaft, to ſhow 

| His Skill, his Vigour, and reſounding Bow, 
When ſudden they beheld with wond'ring Eyes 
A dire, portentous Omen. in the Skies, 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. ' ARG 37 
late the Seers the frightful Sign explain; 
Io late they clear the dread Event in vain: 
r, flying through the Clouds in open View, 33 
e glowing Arrow kindled, as it flew ; 
en drew a golden Trail of Flames behind, 
at mark'd its Courſe, and vaniſh'd in the Wind. 
ſhine the falling Stars with dreadful Hair, 
d glance and ſhoot along the Fields of Air. 


Pitt's Virgil. 
| ARGUS.. 
hen wiſe Ulyſſes, from his native Coaſt 


ng kept by Wars, and long by Tempeſts toſt, 
riv'd, at laſt, poor, old, diſguis'd, alone, 
dall his Friends, and ev'n his Queen, unknown; 
:ng'd as he was, with Age, and Toils, and Cares, 
;irrow'd his rev'rend Face, and white his Hairs. 
his own Palace forc'd to aſk his Bread, 
orn'd by thoſe Slaves his former Bounty fed, 
orgot of all his own Domeftic Crew; 
Dae faithful Ddg alone his rightful Maſter knew? 
nfed, unhous'd, neglected, on the Clay, 
ike an old Servant now caſhier'd, he lay; 
ouch'd with Reſentment of ungrateful Man, 
rd longing to behold his antient Lord again. 
im, when he ſaw, he roſe, and crawl'd to meet, 
was all he could, and fawn'd, and kiſs'd his Feet, 
2 d with dumb Joy; then, falling by his Side, | 
wn'd his returning Lord, look'd up and dy'd ! 

"  Cromwill's Letters to Pope. 
he Head of Argus, as with'Stars the Skies, 
as compaſs'd round, and wore a hundred Eyes: : 


W, 


n 
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By two by Turns their Lids in Slumber ſleep ; 
The reſt on Duty ſtill their Station keep : 
Nor could the total Conſtellation ſleep. 

Again Hermes flew, 
And all his hundred Eyes, with all their Light, 
Are clos'd at once in one perpetual Night. 
Theſe Juno takes, that they no more may fail, 
And ſpread them in her Peacock's gaudy Tail. 

Dryden's Ori 
Speech f ARIEL. 

Amid the Circle, on the gilded Maſt, 
Superior by the Head, was Ariel plac'd ; 
His purple Pinions op'ning to the Sun, 
' Herais'd his Azure Wand, and thus begun: 
Ye Sylphs and-Sylphids, to your Chief give Ear, 
Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Demons, hear ! 
Ve know the Spheres, and various Taſks aſſign d 
By Laws eternal to the Aereal Kind, 
Some in the Fields of pureſt Ether play, 
And baſk and whiten in the Blaze of Day. 
Some guide the Courſe of wand'ring Orbs on high, 
Or roll the Planets through the boundleſs Sky. 
Some, leſs refin'd, beneath the Moon's pale Light, 
Purſue the Stars that ſhoot athwart the Night, 
Or ſuck the Miſts in groſſer Air below, 
Or dip their Pinions in the painted Bow, 
Or brew fierce Tempeſts on the Wint'ry Main, 
Or o'er the Glebe diſtil the kindly Rain. 
Others on Earth o'er Human Race preſide, 
Watch all their Ways, and all their Actions guide: 
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\cſe the Chief the Care of Nations own, wo 
guard with Arms divine the Britiſh Throne. 
ur hambler Province is to tend the Fair, 
a leſs pleaſing, tho' leſs glorious Care: 
ve the Powder from too rude a Gale, 
et the impriſon'd Eſfences exbale ; 
raw freſh Colours from the vernal Flow'rs, 
cal from Rainbows, e'er they drop in Show'r - 
izhter Waſh ; to curl their waving Hairs, | 
their Bluſhes, and inſpire their Airs. 
, oft, in Dreams, Invention we beſtow, 
hange a Flounce, or add a Furbelow. 
s Day black Omens threat the brighteſt Fair,. 
t c'er deſerv'd a watchful Spirit's Care; 
e dire Diſaſter, or by Force, or Slight ; - 
what or where the Fates have wrapp'd in Night. 
ether the Nymph ſhall break Diana's Law, 
ſome frail China Jar receive a Flaw ; 
Witain her Honour, or her new Brocade; 
get her Pray'rs, or miſs a Maſquerade ; 
loſe her Heart, or Necklace, at a Ball; 
whether Heav'n has doom'd that Shock muſt fall. 
late then, ye Spirits! to your Charge repair: 
e flutt'ring Fan be Zephyretta's Care; 
e Drops to thee, Brillante, we confign ; 
d, Momentilla, let the Watch be thine ; 
thou, Criſpiſſa, tend her fav'rite Lock: 
iel himſelf ſhall be the Guard of Shock. 
fifty choſen Sylphs, of ſpecial Note, 
; truſt th' important Charge, the Petticoat: 


Ok 
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Oft have we known that ſeven-fold Fence to fail, 
Tho' ſtiff with Hoops, and arm'd with Ribs of 
Firm a ſtrong Line about the Silver bound, 
And guard the wide Circumference around. 
Whatever Spirit, careleſs of his Charge, 

' His Poſt neglects, or leaves the Fair at large, 
Shall feel ſharp Vengeance ſoon o'ertake his Sins, 
Be ſtopp'd in Phials, or transfix'd with Pins; 
Or plung'd in Lakes of bitter Waſhes lie, 

Or wedg'd, whole Ages, in a Bodkin's Eye: 

Gums and Pomatums ſhall his Flight reſtrain, 
While, clogg'd, be beats his ſilken Wings in vain ; 
Or Alum Stiptics, with contracting Pow'r 
Shrink his thin Eſſence, like a ſhrivell'd Flower: 
Or, as Ixion fix'd, the Wretch ſhall feel 
The. giddy Motion of the whirling Mill, 

In Fumes of burning Chocolate ſhall glow, 
And tremble at the Sea that froths below. 

| Be Pope's Rape of the 

Garden of ARMIDA.. 

The ſhining Lakes and moving Cryſtal here, 
The Flowers and various Plants at once appear; 
At once a ſhady Vale, and ſunny Hill, 
And Groves, and moſſy Caves, the Landſcape fill; 
At once its ſelf the charming Scene reveals, 
And all its wiſe Contriver's Art conceals: 
Nor Art does copying Nature here appear, 
But ſportive Nature, imitating her. 
The Air was mild, and calm the Morning Breeze, 
Which breath'd eternal Verdure on the Trees: 
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Trees their Branches proudly here diſplay, 
full ripe Fruits and purple Bloſſoms gay. 
ath one ſpreading Leaf a bending Twig 

nts the immature and ripening Fig. 5 
ending on a loaded Branch are ſeen 

gold, the bluſhing Apple, and the green. 
loſty Vines their various Cluſter ſhow, 
rateful thoſe, while theſe with Nectar flow: 
joyful Birds, beneath the happy Shade, 
uided Parts a tuneful Concert made. 
whiſpering Winds, and Waters murmuring Fall, 
h trembling Cadence ſoftly anſwer'd all. 

ceas'd the Birds, the Winds, and Waters high, 
arbling Sounds return the Harmony ; 

falling, now the Birds reſume their Part, 
carce this Order ſeems th' Effect of Art: 

one with gaudy Plumes, among the reſt, 

purple Bill, ſuperior Skill expreſt ; 

» imitating human Words begun, 

ſweet, the ſhrill, the melting Note her own. 
wing'd Muſicians all ſtood mute to hear, 

Winds ſuſpend their Murmurs in the Air, 

| lit'ning ſtand, while ſhe her Song recites, 

ien in alluring Strains to Love invites: 

Part perform'd, the feather'd Chorus round, 
ough all the Groves, their glad Aſſent reſound. 
 penſive Doves in Sighs their Pain reveal, 
 Whiſp'ring Treesa Paſfion ſeem to feel: 

Floods, the Fields, and lightſome Air above- 
els the Flame, and * breathe out Love. 


Mrs. Rowe's Taſſe. 


- 


Fd 


With human Motion ſeem to leave their Place: 


2 ARM The Entertaining Companion: 
Pala AR MID A. 


The Palace in a circling Figure roſe ; 

Its lofty Bounds a ſylvan Scene incloſe. 
Expanded there a beauteous Garden lay, 
Where never fading Flow'rs their Pride diſplay. 
A thouſand Demons kept their Lodgings round, 
Whoſe Arts with endleſs Labyrinths confound 
Each Paſſage to the fair enchanted Ground, 

A hundred Gates adorn the ftately Place, 

The chief of which the Heroes wond'ring paſs: 
The folding Doors on golden Hinges turn, 
With poliſh'd Gold the radiant Pillars burn: 
But all the dazzling precious Metal's Coſt 
Was in the rich unvalu'd Sculpture loſt, 
The Figures which the ſpacious Portals grace, 


In ev'ry Viſage, an expreſſive Mind 

Th' intmitable Artiſt had deſign'd, 

And Life in all their Looks and Geſtures min- d. 

Nor Speech was wanting, Fancy that ſupplies: 

They breathe and ſpeak, while each conſults his! 
The Story firſt which Hercules begins, 

With Virgins ſeated here he tamely ſpins: 

The Godlike Man, who Hell's ſtrong Paſſage gain 

And Heav'n and all its rolling Orbs ſuſtain'd, 

A Spindle wields, and with ſoft Tales beguiles 

The flying Hours ; fond Love ſtands by and ſila 

His uſeleſs Club the fair Iole holds, 

The Lion's rugged Skin her tender Limbs infolds. 

| | Ren 
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note from this a Sea irs Surges rears, : 
with Foam the azure Field appears: 

arlike Fleets advance on either Side, 

der the Waves with equal Terror ride: 
laſhes which from brandiſh'd Weapons came, 
dreadful Splendor all the Deep inflame. 
icaous far the bright Egypt'an Queen, 

g the fierce Encounter on, is ſeen : 

nius here conducts the Eaſtern Kings; 
ighty Romans there illuſtrious Czſar brings. 
hen two floating Iſles, amidſt the Main, 

d on by Winds, each other's Shock fuſtain, | 
Mountains claſh with Mountains on the wat'ry | 
Plain: | 

ſuch a Force the hofile Fleets engage; ES 
r thundering Chiefs oppos'd with equal Rage . 
e Javelins, Darts, and flaming Torches fly, 
Foreign Spoils above the Waters lie. 

æſar now the Victory inclines, 

beauteous Queen the liquid Field reſigns; 

flies, nor would the fond Antonius ſtay, = : 


madly left the ſcarce decided Day, 
threw the Empire of the World away. 
touch'd with Fear, nor conquer'd by his Foes, 
unhappy Man the doubtful Field foregoes, 
by his Love betray'd ; yet gen'rous Shame 
| Martial Honour oft his Thoughts reclaim : 
| now he would the fainting Fight renew, 

I now the charming Fugitive purſue. 
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With her inglorious to the Shore he flies, 

And careleſs there, and loſt in Pleaſure, lies; 
Abandon'd looſly to her fatal Charms, 
Reſolves to foften Fate in Cleopatra's Arms. 


Mrs. Rowe's 1, 
ARMOUR. 
| | Himſelf, before the reſt, 
His mighty Limbs in radiant Order dreſt: 

And firſt he cas'd his manly Legs around, 
In ſhining Greaves with Silver Buckles bound; 
The beaming Cuiraſs next adorn'd his Breaſt. 
Ten Rows of azure Steel the Work infold ; 
Twice ten of Tin, and twelve of ductile Gold. 
Three glitt'ring Dragons to the Gorget riſe, 
Whoſe imitated Scales againſt the Skies 
Refleed various Light, and arching bow'd; : 
Like<olour'd Rainbows, o'er a ſfiow'ry Cloud. 
A radiant Bauldric, o'er his Shoulder ty'd, 
Suſtain'd the Sword that glitter'd at his Side: 
Gold was the Hilt, a Silver Sheath incas'd 
The ſhining Blade, and Golden Hangers grac'd. 
His Buckler's mighty Orb. was next diſplay'd, 
That round the Warrior caſt a dreadful Shade: 
Ten Zones of Braſs its ample Brims ſurround, 
And circling Terrors fill'd th' expreſſive Shield: 
Within its Concave hung a Silver Thong, 

On which a mimic Serpent creeps along; 
His azure Length in eaſy Waves extends, 

Till in three Heads th' embroider'd Monſter ends. 
Laſt o'er his Brows his fourfold Helm he plac'd, 
With nodding Horſe-Hair formidably grac'd ; 


bla 
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n his Hands two fteely Jav'lins wields, 
blaze to Heav'n, and lighten all the Fields. 
Pope's Homer, 
The Panther's ſpeckled Hide 
d o'er his Armour with an eaſy Pride. 
| on his Helm celeſtial Lightnings play.; 
amy Shield emits a living Ray: 
aweary'd Blaze inceſſant Streams ſupplies 
the red Star that fires th' Autumnal Skies, 
freſh, he tears his radiant Orb to Sight, 
bath'd in Ocean ſhoots a keener Light ; 
from his Arms the __ Effulgence flow'd. . 
Pope's Homer. Y 
olid Arms, refulgent, flame with' Gold : 
lortal's Shoulders ſuit the glorious Load; 
Rial Panoply, to yn. to grace a God 
Pope's Homer. 


on J 


n 
n with Senſe, of every Art the Soul, 
 anſw* ring Parts ſhall ſlide into a Whole. 

Popt's Moral E Says. 
copious Dryden wanted, or babes 
laſt and greateſt Art, the Art to blot. Pope's Horace. 
: down on Earth. What ſeeſt thou? Wond'rous 
Things, 
eſtrial Wonders that eclipe. 
t Lengths of labour'd Lands ! what loaded Seas, 
id by Man, for Pleaſure, Wealth, or War: 
„Winds, and Planets-into Service brought, 
Art acknowledge, and promote his Ends. 
I | | | Nor 
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Nor can th' eternal Rocks his Will withſtand ; 
What levell'd Mountains ſumptuous Cities ſwell, 
And gild our Landſcape with our glitt'ring Spherg 
Some *mid the wond'ring Waves majeſtic riſe, 
And Neptune holds a Mirror to their Charms, 
Far greater ftill ! (what cannot mortal Might?) 
See wide Dominions raviſh'd from the Deep ! 
The narrow'd Deep with Indignation foams. 
Or Southward turn ; to- Delicate and Grand, 
The finer Arts there ripen in the Sun. 
How the tall Temples, as to meet their Gods, 
Aſcend the Skies ! the proud triumphal Arch 
Shews us half Heav'n beneath its ample Bend. 
High thro' mid Air here, Streams are taught to 
Whole Rivers, there laid by in Baſons, ſleep. 
Here Plains turn Oceans; there, vaſt Oceans joit 
Thro' Kingdoms channel'd deep from Shore to 8 
And chang'd Creation takes its Face from Man. 
Beats thy brave Breaſt for formidable Scenes, 
Where Fame and Empire wait upon the Sword ? 
See Fields in Blood; hear naval Thunders riſe; 
. Britannia's Voice! that awes the World to Peace, 
How yon enormous Mole projecting breaks 
The Mid-Sea furious Waves! their Roar amidſt 
Outſpeaks the Deity, and ſays, O Main, 
Thus far, nor farther : New Reſtraints obey.” ce 
Earth's diſembowell'd ! meaſur'd are the Skies! . 
Stars are detected in their deep Receſs !. * 
Creation widens ! vanquiſh'd Nature yields! af 
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zecrets are extorted ! Art prevails! 
Monument of Genius, Spirit, Power! 

Young's Night T, bought | 

| A RTIST. 
to build Ships, and dreadful Ordnance caft, 
& the Artiſts, and reward their Haſte. Waller. 
with the Spoils of many a conquer'd Land, | 
\rts and Artiſts Theſeus could command, 
ſold for Hire, or wrought for better Fame: 
Maſter Painters and the Carvers came, Dryden's Fab. 
and happieſt Artiſan, 
of Painters, if you can, 
| your many-colour'd Art, | 
the Miftreſs of my Heart. Guardian. 
y ſome Artiſt, to whom Vulcan gives 
heav'nly Skill, a breathing Image lives; 
allas taught he frames the wond'rous Mold, 
the pale Silver glows with fuſile Gold. Pope's Odyſſey, 
ER ASH. | 
h which of Old he charm'd the ſavage Train, 
| call'd the Mountain Aſhes to the Plain. 
| Dryden's Silenus. 

hen an 2 Afh, whoſe Honours riſe 
m ſome ſteep Mountain tow'ring to the Skies, 
i many an Ox by ſhouting Swains is ply'd, 
ce they repeat the Strokes from ev'ry Side; 
tall Tree trembling, as the Blows go round, 
5 the high Head, and nods to ev'ry Wound. 
laſt, quite vanquiſh'd with a dreadful Peal, 


ne loud Groan rolls craſhing down the Vale; 
I OY 
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Headlong with half the ſhatter'd Mountain flies, 


And ſtretch'd out huge in Length th'unmeaſur'd Rui 
Pitt's} 


. 
Firſt of theſe Plagues the drouſy Aſp appear'd, 


Then firſt her Creſt and ſwelling Neck the rear'd; 


A larger Drop of black congealing Blood 
Diſtinguiſh'd her amidſt the deadly Brood: 
Of all the Serpent Race are none ſo fell, 
None with ſo many Deaths ſuch plenteous Venom 
Rowe's 
Why did I ww FTW, + Aſpic's Rage, 
And all the fiery Monſters of the Deſart, 
To ſee, this Day ? 85 Aadiſon 
ASSURANCE. 
"Tis far off, 
And rather like a Dream than an Aſſurance, 
| That my Remembrance warrants. Shakeſpeare's 7: 
None of Woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth | I 
Then live, Macduff, what need I fear of thee? 
But yet I'll make Aſſurance doubly ſure, 
And take a Bond of Faith ; thou ſhalt nor live. 
Shakeſpeare's | 

With all th'Afurance Innocence can bring, 
Fearleſs without, becauſe ſecure within ; 
Arm'd with my Courage, unconcern'd I ſee 
'This Pomp, a Shame to you, a Pride to me. 

| Dryden's Aureny! 


ASTON 
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ASTONISHMENT, |: 
he Part of Men to fear and tremble, | 
n the moſt mighty Gods, by Tokens, ſend 8 3 
dreadful Heralds to aſtoniſh us. | | 
Shakeſpeare's Julius Cæſar. | 
enius aniverſal as his Theme, 
iſning as Chaos. T homſon's Seaſons, | 
1d a Tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt Word = 
d harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy young Blood ; | 
thy two Eyes, like Stars, ſtart from their Spheres, - 
knotty and combined Locks to part, 3 g 
each particular Hair to ſtand an End, | 
Quills upon the fretful Porcupine. A 
IO s Hamlet, 


Prepare to hear 

ry that ſhall turn thee into Stone : | 

d there be hewn a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 

aw made thro' the Center by ſome God, 

which the Groans of Ghoſts might ſtrike thy Ear, 
would not wound thee, as this Story will. 

Lee's Cs 
i'd at bis Voice he ſtood amaz'd, 

all around with inward Horror gaz d. 

n | Addiſon's Ou 
pale Aſſiſtants on 5 other ſtar'd, 

gaping Mouths for iſſuing Words prepar d; 
ſtii]-born Sounds upon the Palate hung, 

dy d imperfect on the fault'ring Tongue. 
. n Theedofs: 
LL D | | His 
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_ His cordling Blood forgot to glide, 

Confuſion on his fainting Vitals hung, 

And fault'ring Accents flatter'd on his Tongue. 

|  __ Garth's Diſpn 
ASTROLOGER. 
An inner Room receives the num'rous Shoals 
Of ſuch as pay to be reputed Fools ; 
Globes ſtand on Globes, Volumes on Volumes lie, 
And planetary Schemes amuſe the Eye; 
The Sage in Velvet Chair here lolls at Eaſe, 
To promiſe future Health for preſent Fees : 
Then, as from Tripod, ſolemn Shams reveals, 
And what the Stars know nothing of foretels. 
One aſks, how ſoon Panthea may be won, 
And longs to feel the Marriage Fetters on : 
Others, convinc'd by melancholy Proof, | 
Enquire, when courteous Fate will ſtrike 'em off; 
Some, by what Means they may redreſs the Wrong, 
When Fathers the Poſſeſſions keep too long: 
As ſome would know the Iſſue of their Cauſe, 
And whether Gold can ſolder up its Flaws. 
Poor pregnant Lais his Advice would have, 
To loſe by Art what pregnant Nature gave ; 
And Porcia, old in ExpeQation grown, 


Laments her barren Cutſe, and begs a Son : | 
Whilſt Iris his Coſmetic Waſh to try 

To make her Bloom revive, and Lover die. 
Scme aſk for Charms, and others Philtres chaſe, 
To gain Corrinna, and their Quartans loſe, 
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ing Hylas, blotch'd with Stains too foul to name, 
Cradle here renews his youthful Flame: 

'd with Defire, and ſurfeited with Charms, 

ot Houſe he prefers to Julia's Arms; 

| old Lucullus would the Arcanum prove, 

* in cold Veins the Sparks of Love. 


Garth's D . 
ASTRONOMY. . 


otion, Daughter of Aſtronomy ! 
undevout Aftronomer i is mad. Young's Night T. — 5 
ATHEIST. 
theſe, that ſober Race of Men, whoſe Lives h 
gicus titled them the Sons of God, a 
yield up all their Virtue, all their Fame, 
obly! to the Trains and to the Smiles 
theſe fair Atheiſts. Milton's Paradiſe Loft. 
Atheiſt, uſe thine Eyes, TL 
d, having view'd the Order of the Skies, 
ink, if thou canſt, that Matter blindly hurl'd, 
thout a Guide, ſhould form this wond'rous World. 
| | 5 Creech, 


ie, 


Pg, 


| ATLAS. 
d now behold majeſtic Atlas riſe, * 
d bend beneath the Burthen of the Skies; 
5 tow'ring Brows aloft no Tempeſt know, 
hile Lightning flies, and Thunder rolls below. _ 
Garth's Diſpenſary. 
as who turns the rolling Heav'ns around, 


d ith their L arecrown'd. 
whoſe broad Shoulders w Tt Virgil, 


D 2 | ATTEN — 
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They ſay the Tongues of dying Men 
Inforce Attention, like deep Harmony. 


Shakeſpeare's RicharlM 


But him the gentle Angel by the Hand 
Soon * and his Attention thus recall'd. 


| Milton s Parad, e 
_ His Looks 


Drew Audience and Attention ſtill as Night, 

Or Summer's Noon-tide Air. Milton's Paradiſ⸗ 
How all Things liſten, while thy Muſe complains! 
Such Silence waits on Philomela's Strains, 
In ſome ſtill Ev'ning, when the whiſp'ring Breeze 
Pants on the Leaves, and dies upon the Trees. 


ATTRACTION. 
See plaſtic Nature working to this End, 
The fingle Atoms each to other tend, 
Attract attracted to the next in Place, 
Form'ꝰ'd and * its Neighbour to embrace. 
Pope's E ay on I 
what if the Sun 
Be Center to the World, and other Stars, 
By his attractive Virtue, and their own, 
Incited, dance about him various Rounds? 
| | Milton's Paradiſ 
AUDIENCE. 
| Now I breathe again 
Aloft the Flood, and can give Audience 
To any Tongue, ſpeak it of what it will. 
Shakeſpeare's King N 
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f the Star of Ev'ning, and the Morn, | 
te to thy Audience, Night with her will bring 

nce. | Milton's Paradiſe Left. 
the great Sovereign ſent ten thouſand Worlds, 

tell us he refides above them all 

lory ! unapproachable Receſs ? 

| dare Earth's bold Inhabitant deny 

ſumptuous, the magnific Embaſly, 

oment's Audience? Young's Night Thoughts. 


AURORA. 


is Command does fair Aurora riſe, 

 gild with purple Beams the bluſhing Skies. Broome. 
from her roſy Car Aurora ſhed | 

Dawn, and all the Orient flam'd with Red. 


1 8 Ochlſer· 


art 


y ev'ry Star before Aurora flies, 

oſe glowing Bluſhes ftreak the purple Skies. 
Pitt's Virgil. 

n as ſoft Slumber eas'd the Toils of Day, 

zerva ruſhes thro? th' Acreal Way, 

| bids Aurora, with her golden Wheels, 

e from the Ocean o'er the eaſtern Hills. Pope's 0a: 

v fair Aurora lifts her golden Ray, 

| all the ruddy Orient flames with Day. Pope's Oayry. | 

on her Car was gay Aurora borne, 

Ocean reddens with the riſing Morn. Pitt's Virgil. 

i now a Glance, from mild Aurora's Eyes, 

ots thro” the cryſtal Kingdoms of the Skies ; 

ſavage Kind in Foreſts ceaſe to roam, 
i Sots o' ercharg'd with nauſeous Loads reel Home: 


g j 
| D 5: Light 
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Light chearful ſmiles, o'er the azure Waſtes are ſpre 
And Miſs from Inns of Court bolts out unpaid. 
3 | Garth's Diſpn 

Aurora, on Eteſian Breezes borne, EY 
With bluſhing Lips breathes out the ſprightly Mon: 
Each Flow'r in Dew its ſhort-liv'd Empire weepa, 
And n with her lov'd Endymion ſleeps. 
Garth's Diſper 
AURORA BOREALIS. 
Thus fits, high-canopied above the Skies, 
Northern Aurora; ſhe thro' th' azure Air 
Shoots, ſhoots her trem'lous Rays in painted Streak 
Continual, while, waving to the Wind, 
O'er Night's dark Veil her lucid Treſſes flow: 
The Trav'ller views th' unſeaſonable Day 
Aſtound, the Proud bend lowly to the Earth, 
The pious Matrons tremble for the World. $ 
Oft in this Seaſon, ſilent from the North, 
A Blaze of Meteors ſhoots ; enſweeping firſt 
The lower Skies, they all at once converge Mi 
High to the Crown of Heaven, and all at once, | 
Relapſing quick, as quickly reaſcend, | 
And mix and thwart, extinguiſh and renew, 
All Ether courſing in a Maze of Light. 
From Look to Look contagious thro the Croud 
The Pannic runs, and into wond'rous Shapes i” 
Th' Appearance throws: Armies, in meet Array, 5 
Throng'd with Aerial Spears and Steeds of Fire ; . 
Till, the long Lines of full extended War 
In bleeding Fight commix'd, the ſapguine Flood Wi" 
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1s a broad Slaughter o'er the Plains of Heaven. 

thus they ſcan the viſionary Scene, 

all Sides ſwells the ſuperſtitious Din, 

ontinent ; and buſy Frenzy talks 

Blood and Battle, Cities overturn d, | 

d late at Night in ſwallowing Earthquake ſunk, 

hideous wrapp'd in fierce aſcending Flame ; 

ſallow Famine, Inundation, Storm; 

Peitilence, and every great Diſtreſs, 

pires ſubvers'd, when ruling Fate has firuck 

' unalterable Hour: Ev'n Nature's Self 

deem'd to totter on the Brink of Time. 

pt ſo the Man of Philoſophic Eye, 

d Inſpect ſage ; the waving Brightneſs he 

rivus ſurveys, inquiſitive to know | 

e Cauſes and Materials yet unſix d 

this Appearance, beautiful and new. Thomfon's Scaſons. 
| AUTUMN, 

d when the Autumn takes his annual Round, 

he leafy Honours ſcatt'ring on the Ground; 

zardleſs of his Years, abroad he lies, | | 

is Bed the Leaves, his Canopy the Skies. Pope's O ey. 

was when the Fields had ſhed their golden Grain, | 

nd burning Suns had ſcar'd the Ruſſet Plain; 

o more the Roſe or Hyacinth were ſeen, 

or yellow Cowſlip on the tufted Green: 

: the rude Thiſtle rear'd its hoary Crown, 

nd the ripe Nettle ſhew'd an irkſome Brown. 

mournful Plight the tarniſh'd Groves appear, 

nd Nature weeps for the declining Year : 

D 4 
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[| 7 The Sun too quickly reach'd the weſtern Sky, 

i| And riſing Vapours hid his Ev'ning Eye: 
Autumnal Threads around the Branches flew, 
While the dry Stubble drank the falling Dew. 
MM.. Iu 


Wilt thou fly 
Wich laughing Autumn to the Atlantic Iſles, 
And range with him th' Heſperian Field, and ſee, 
Where'er his Fingers touch the fruitful Grove, 
The Branches ſhoot with Gold; where'er his Step 
Marks the glad Soil, the tender Cluſters glow 
With purple Ripeneſs, and inveſt each Hill, 
As with the Bluſhes of an Evening Sky ? 
Atenſide's Pleaſures of the Imaginal 
While Autumn, nodding o'er the yellow Plain, 
Comes jovial on, the Doric Reed once more, 
Well pleas'd, I'll tune.  Thomſon's Su 
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H 0 8 far of Tillage and the heav'nly Sign 
Now thee I ſing, O Bacchus, God of Vines: 
With thee the various Race of Sylvan Trees, 
And Olives, blooming late by flow Degrees. 
Come, ſacred Sire, with luſcious Cluſters crown d 
Here all the Riches of thy Reign abound ; 
Each Field replete with bluſhing Autumn glows, 
And in deep Tides for thee the pregnant Vintage fe 
O come, thy Buſkins, ſacred Sire, unlooſe, 
And tinge with me thy Thighs in purple Juice. 8 
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zme, ſtrip with me, my God, come, drench all o'er 
by Limbs? in Muſt of Wine, and drink at ev'ry Pore. 


Narton s Virgil. 
BASILISK. 
ie Baſiliſk, with dreadful Hiſſings heard, 
nd from afar by ev'ry Serpent fear'd, 
> Diſtance drives the Vulgar, and remains 
he lonely Monarch of the deſert Plains. 
| Rowe's Lucan, 
BASTARD. 
eſe d be the Baſtard's Birth ! thro* wond'rous Ways 
e ſhines eccentric, like a Comet's Blaze. 
o ickly Fruit of faint Compliance he; 
e, ſlamp'd in Nature's Mint with Extaſy ! 
lives to build, not boaſt, a gen'rous Race: 
d tenth Tranſmitter of a fooliſh Face. 
s daring Hope no Sire's Example bounds ; 
s firſt-born Lights no Prejudice confounds. 
, kindling, from within, requires no Flame, 
glories in a Baſtard's glowing Name. 
Loos'd to the World's wide Range, 2.0 no Aim; 
ſcrib'd no Duty, and aſſign'd no Name: 
ture's unbounded Son he ſtands alone, 
Heart unbiaſs d, and his Mind his own. 
Mother, yet no Mother !—'tis to you 
' Thanks for ſuch diſtinguiſh'd Claims are due. 
Vhat had J loſt, if, conjugally kind, 
Nature hating, yet by Vows 3 
u had ſaint- drawn me with a Form alone, 
lawful Lump of Life, by Force your own !\ 
Ws - — I had 


— 
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—[ had been born your dull domeſtic Heir; 
Load of your Life, and Motive of your Care ; 
Perhaps been poorly rich, and meanly great; 
The Slave of Pomp, a Cypher in the State: 
Lordly neglectful of a Worth unknown; 
A lawful Lump of Life, by Force your own. Sa 
Him to the Lydian King Lycimnia bare, ” 
And ſent her boaſted Baſtard to the War. D 
Why ſhould dull Law rule Nature, who firſt made 
That Law, by which herſelf is now betray'd ? 
E're Man's Corruption made him wretched, be 
Was born moſt noble, who was born moſt free: 
Each of himſelf was Lord, and, unconfin'd, 
Obey'd the Dictates of his Godlike Mind. 
Law was an Innovation brought in ſince, 
When Fools began to love Obedience, 
And call their Slav'ry Safety and Defence. 
Why ſhould it be a Stain then on my Blood, 
Becauſe I came not in the common Road, 
But born obſcure, and ſo more like a God ? 
EI. Otæuay s Don ( 
BATTLE. 
The weſtern Sun now ſhot a feeble Ray, 
And faintly ſcatter'd the Remains of Day, 
Ev'ning approach'd ; but Oh ! what Hoſts of Foes 
Were never to behold that Ev'ning cloſe ! 
Thick'ning their Ranks, and wedg'd in firm Array, 
The cloſe compacted Britons win their Way; 
In vain the Cannon their throng'd War defac'd, 
With Tracks of Death, and laid the Battle waſte ; 
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in prefing forward to the Fight, they broke 
Wo; Flames of Sulphur, and a Night of Smoke, 
I 02ughter'd Legions fill'd the Trench below, 
nd bore their fierce Avengers to the Foe. 
gh on the Works the mingling Hoſts engage: 
he Battle kindled into tenfold Rage, 
i Show'rs of Bullets, and with Storms of Fire, 
>mbs in full Fury, Heaps on Heaps expire; 
ations, with Nations mix'd, confus'dly die, 
nd loſt in- one OR Carnage lie. | 
Addiſon's Campaige, 
e round thy Gates a ſteely Circle ſtands, "OR 
deep Array, and ſpreads in radiant Bands: 
ark ! the ſhrill Trumpet ſends a mortal Sound, 
ad prancing Horſes ſhake the ſolid Ground; 
he ſurly Drums beat terrible from afar, 
ith all the dreadful Muſic of the War: 
rom the drawn Swords effulgent Flames arife, 
laſh o'er the Plains, and lighten to the Skies: 
he Heav'ns above, the Fields and Floods beneath, 
lare formidably bright, and ſhine with Death ; 
fiery Storms deſcends a murd'rous Show'r ; 
hick flaſh the Lightnings, fierce the Thunders roar. 
s when in wrathful Mood almighty Jove 
Iims his dire Bolts red-hiſſing from above; 
hrough the ſing'd Air, with unreſiſted Sway, 
he forky Vengeance rends its flaming Way; 
und, while the Firmament with Thunder roars, 
rom their Foundations hurls Imperial Tow'ss. 
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So ruſh the Globes with many a fiery Round, 
Tear up the Rock, or rend the ſtedfaſt Mound : 
Death ſhakes aloft her Dart, and, o'er her Prey 
Gigantic ſtalking, marks in Blood her Way; 
Mountains of Heroes ſlain deform the Ground, 
The Shape of Man half bury'd in the Wound ; 

And lo! while in the Shock of War they cloſe, 
While Swords meet Swords, and Foes encounter Foil 
The-treach'rous Earth beneath their Footſteps cleave, 

Her Entrails tremble, and her Boſom heaves ; 
Sudden in Burſts of Fire Eruptions riſe, 
And whirl the torn Battalions to the Skies, a 
Thus Earthquakes rumbling, with a thund' ring Sow 
Shake the wide World's firm Baſe, and rend the Gromi en 
Rocks, Hills, and Groves are toſt into the Sky, 
And in one mighty Ruin Nations die. dif 
Sce through th' encumber'd Air the pond'rous Boi c 
Bear Magazines of Death within its Womb ; rc 
The glowing Orb diſplays a blazing Train, 
And darts bright Horror through th' /Etherial Plain; Mer 
It mounts tempeſtuous, and with hideous Sound 
Wheels down the Heav'ns, and thunders o'er the Ground 
Th' impriſon'd Deaths burſt out with ſudden Blaze, e, 
And mow a thouſand Lives a-thouſand Ways: en 
Earth floats with Elood, while ſpreading Flames ariſe ey 
From Palaces and Domes, and kindle half the Skies. 
Broome's Seat of the Ha e! 


Now ſounds FR Vault of Heav'n with loud Alarms, 
And Gods by Gods, embattling, ruſh to Arme: | 


ay 
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re ſtalk the Titans of portentous Size, 
ſt from their Dungeons, and aſſault the Skies; 
d, there unchain'd from Erebus and Night, 
xiliar Giants aid the Gods in Fight : 
hundred Arms each Tow'r-like Warrior rears, 
d fares from fifty Heads amidſt the Stars. 
e dreadful Brotherhood ſtern-frowning ſtands, 
d hurls an hundred Rocks from hundred Hands: 
e Titans ruſh'd with F ury uncontroul'd ; 
dds ſunk on Gods, o'er Giant Giant roll'd. 
en roar'd the Ocean with a dreadful Sound, 
av'n ſhook with all its Thrones, and groan'd the 
Ground; 
embled the eternal Poles at ev ry Stroke, 
d frighted Hell from its Foundations ſhook ; 
iſe, horrid Noite, th' Aereal Region fills, _ 
cks daſh on Rocks, and Hills encounter Hills : 
rough Earth, Heav'n, Air, tumultuous Clamours riſe, 
d Shouts of Battle thunder in the Skies. 
en Jove omnipotent diſplay'd the God, 
dall Olympus trembled, as he trod: 
graſps ten thouſand Thunders in bis Hand, 
res his red Arm, and wields the forky Brand; 
en aims the Bolts, and bids his Lightnings play; 
ey flaſh, and rend thro' Heav'n their flaming Way: 
doubling Blow on Blow, in Wrath he moves; | 
e ſing'd Earth groans, and burns with all her Groves; 
e Floods, the Billows boiling, hiſs with Fires, 
d bick'ring Flame and ſmould'ring Smoak aſpires. - 
A Night 
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A Night of Clouds blots out the golden Day; 


Full in their Eyes the writhen Lightnings play, 
Ev'n Chaos burns: Again Earth groans, Heav'n 


As tumbling downward with its hining Tow'rs ; 
Or burſts this Earth, torn from her central Place, 
With dire Diſruption from her deepeſt Baſe : 

Nor ſlept the Wind; the Wind new Horror forms, 
Clouds daſh on Clouds before th' outrageous Storms; 


While, tearing up the Sands, in Drifts they riſe, 


And half the Deſarts mount th' incumber'd Skies. 
At once the Tempeſt bellows, Lightaings fly, 
The Thunders roar, and Clouds involve the Sky. 
Stupendous were the Deeds of Heav'nly Might ; 


What leſs, when Gods conflicting cope in Fight 


Now Heav'n its Foes with horrid Inroad gores, 
And ſlow and ſour recede the Giant Pow'rs : 


Here ſtalks Kgeon, here fierce Gyges moves; 


There Cottus rende up Hills, with all their Groves: 


| Theſe hurl'd at once, againſt the Titan Bands 


Three hundred Mountains from three hundred 


And overſhadowing, overwhelming bound, 
With Chains infrangible beneath the Ground; 


Below this Earth, far as Earth's Confines lie 
Through Space unmeaſur'd, from the ftarry Sky: 
Nine Days an Anvil of enormous Weight, 
Down ruſhing headlong from the Aerial Height, 
Scarce reaches Earth: Thence toſt in giddy Rounds 
Scarce reaches in nine Days th' infernal Bounds. | 
A Wall of Iron of ftupendous Height 
Guards the dire Dungeons black with threefold Nig) 
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h o'er the Horrors of the eternal Shade 
head · faſt Baſe of Earth and Sea is laid ; 
re in coercive Durance Jove detains 
> groaning Titans in afflidive Chains. 
eat of Woe ! remote from chearful Day, 
rough Gulphs impaſſable, a boundleſs Way. 
ove theſe Realms a brazen Structure ſtands, - 
th brazen Portals, fram'd by Neptune's Hands : 
ough Chaos to the Ocean's Baſe it ſwells : 
ere ſtern Egeon with his Giants dwells ; 
rce Guards of Jove ! from hence the Fountains riſe, 
gat waſh the Earth, or wander through the Skies; 
at groaning murmur through tbe Realm of Woes, 
feed tne Channels where the Ocean flows ; | 
W!lccted Horrors throng the dire Abodes, 
orrid and fell! deteſted evin by Gods! 
ormous Gulph ! immenſe the Bounds appear, 
aſteful and void, the Journey of a Year : 
[here beating Storms, as in wild Whirls thay date, 
oſs the pale Wand'rer, and retoſs through Night; | 
e Pow'rs immortal with Affright ſurvey 
he hideous Chaſm, and ſeal it up from Day. 
Hence thro the Vault of Heav'n huge Atlas rears 
's Giant Limbs, and props the golden Spheres : 
ere ſable Night, and here the beamy Day, 
odge and diſlodge, alternate in their Sway: 
brazen Port the varying Pow'rs divides ; 
hen Day forth iſſues, here the Night reſides : 
nd, when Night veils the Skies, obſequious Day 
_ plunges from the eu * [ah LRN 
She 
, 
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She, from her Lamp with beaming Radiance bripy 
Pours o'er th' expanded Earth a Flood of Light; 
But Night, by Sleep attended, rides in Shades, 
Brother of Death, and all that breathes invades: 
From her foul Womb they ſprung, reſiſtleſs Pow'n, 
Nurs'd in the Horrors of Tartarean Bow'rs, 
Remote from Day, when with her flaming Wheel 
She 'mounts the Skies, or paints the weſtern Hills, 
With downy Footſteps Sleep in Silence glides 
O'er the wide Earth, and o'er the ſpacious Tides: 
The Friend of Life ! Death unrelenting bears 
An Iron Heart, and laughs at human Cares : 

She makes the mould'ring Race of Man her Prey, 
And ev'n the immortal Pow'rs deteſt her Sway. 

Thus fell the Titans from the Realms above, 
Beneath the Thunder of almighty Jove ; | 
Then Earth, impregnant, felt maternal Woes, | 
And ſhook through all her Frame with teeming Thi 
Hence roſe Typhceus, a Gigantic Birth, 
A Monſter ſprung from Tartarus and Earth; 
A Match for Gods in Might! on high he ſpreads 
From his high Trunk an hundred Dragons Heads; 
And from an hundred Mouths in Vengeance flings 
Invenom'd Foam, and darts an hundred Stings. 
Horror terrific frowns from every Brow, 
And like a Furnace his red Eye- balls glow. 
Fire darts from ev'ry Creſt, and, as he turns, 
" Keen Splendors flaſh, and all the Giant burns: 
Whene'er he ſpeaks, in ecchoing Thunders riſe 
An hundred Voices, and affright the Skies, 


Unutterab 
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tterably fierce ! the bright Abodes | 
quent they ſhake, and terrify the Gods: 

, bellowing like a ſavage Bull, they roar, 
W-ngry Lions in the Midnight Hour; 
= cl! like furious Whelps, or hiG like 8 ; 
Rocks rebound, and every Mountain ſhakes. 
hurl'd Defiance gainſt th' immortal Pow'rs, 
| Heav'n had ſeiz'd with all its ſhining Tow'rs ; 
at the Voice of Jove from Pole to Pole 
] Lightnings flaſh, and raging Thunders roll; 
ling o'er all the Expanſion of the Skies, 
after Bolt o'er Earth and Ocean flies. 
n frowns the God amidſt the Lightning's Blaze; 
mpus ſhakes ſrom his eternal Baſe ; 
mbles the Earth, fierce Flame involves the Poles, 
ours the Ground, and o'er the Billows rolls. 
s from Typhœnus flaſh ; with dreadful Sound 
ms rattle, Thunder rolls, and groans the Ground 
dve, below, the Conflagration roars, | 
n the Seas kindl'd burn thro? all their Shores, 
uge of Fire! Earth rocks her tott'ring Coaſts, 
d gloomy Pluto ſhakes with all his Ghoſts ; 
n the pale Titans, chain'd on burning Floors, 
rt at the Din that rends th' infernal Shores. 
en, in full Wrath, Jove all the God applies, 
dall his Thunders burſt at once the Skies; 
d, ruſhing gloomy from the Olympian Brow, 
blaſts the Giant with th' almighty Blow ; 
e Giant tumbling ſinks beneath the Wound, 
d with enormous Ruin rocks the Ground : | 
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Nor yet th' Lightnings of the Almighty ſtay, 
Thro' the ſing'd Earth they burſt their burning Way; 
Each kindling inward melts in all her Caves, 
And hifling floats with fierce metallic Waves ; 
As Iron Fuſile from the Furnace flows, 
Or molten Ore with keen Effulgence glows ; 
When the dire Bolts of Jove ſtern Vulcan frames, 
In burning Channels roll the liquid Flames 
Thus melted Earth, and Jove from Realms on bigh, 
Flags the huge Giant to the nether Sky. 
< Broome's ly 
As o'er their Prey rapacious Wolves engage, 
Man preys on Man, and is in Blood and Rage: 
With copious Slaughter all the Fields are red, 
And heap'd with growing Mountains of the Dead. 
So fought each Hoſt, with Thirſt of Glory ſir d, 
And Crouds on Crouds triumphantly expir'd; 
Fierce Diſcord ſtorms, Apollo loud exclaims, 
Fame _ Mars thunders, and the Field's in Flame, 
_ Pope's It 
Mean Time, againſt the Trojans on the Coaſt, 
Brave Turnus led his cloſe imbatt]'d Hoſt ; 
The ſprightly Trumpets ſound with martial Strains, 
When great Eneas charg'd the Latian Swains. 
The valiant Theron flew with matchleſs Might, 
The firſt auſpicious Omen of the Fight, 
A Giant Chief; his furious Courſe be held 
Againſt the Prince, the foremoſt of the Field; 
Fierce thro” his Shield and Mail, an Op'ning wide, 
Flew the ſwift Sword, and pierc d the Warrior's Side Bir. 


hen Lycas bled, and ftain'd the thirſty Shore, 
Wo Phobus ſacred from his natal Hour; 

ipp'd from the Womb th' Infant 'ſcap'd the Steel, 
he Man unhappy ! by the Falchion fell ! 

yas and Ciſſeus next the Hero flew, 

their huge Clubs whole Armies overthrew : 
ain was their Strength, their Bulk, their martial Fire, 
ain their Herculean Arms, and boaſted Sire, 
cides' Friend; whoſe glorious Steps he trod 
'hile Earth ſupply'd new Monſters for the God. 
s, loudly-vaunting, haughty Pharos ſtood, 

ix'd in his Throat, the Jav'lin drank his Blood. 
Dn Cydon next, who, fir'd with lawleſs Joy, 

air Clytius courted, and careſs'd the Boy, 

ith all his Force the mighty Hero drove, 

Ind ſoon had finiſh'd his prepoſterous Love: 

zoon had the Youth, expiring on the Shore, 

zunk and indulg'd his guilty Flames no more z 

ut Phorcus* Sons, ſeven valiant Warriors flew, 
nd all at once their vengeful Jav'lins threw ; 
dome from his Buckler and his Helm rebound, 
ome turn'd by Venus, Glance upon the Ground. 
bus preſs'd, thus compaſs'd round on ev'ry Side, 
be watchful Prince to brave Achates cry'd : 

br ng, bring thoſe Darts, not one ſhall fly in vain, 
That pierc'd the Grecians on the Trojan Plain. 
hen à long Lance with all his Might he caſt, 

hro' Mæon's Shield the furious Weapon paſs'd ; 
Thro' the ſtrong Cuiraſs pierc'd the hiſſing Dart, 
Transfix'd his Breaft, and quiver'd'in his Heart. 
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The good Alcanor lends his friendly Hand 
To raiſe his grov'ling Brother from the Sand; 
But, wing'd with Death, a ſecond Jav'lin flies, 
Swift as the firſt, and fings along the Skies ; 
Thro' his extended Arm the Spear was flung; 
And by the Nerves the dying Member hung. 
_ His Brother Nimitor the Weapon drew 
From the pale Corſe, and at the Victor threw; 
The whizzing Dart, glanc'd innocently by, 
But lightly raz'd Achates' manly Thigh. 


Next Clauſus, fluſh'd with youthful Strength and Gra 
(. Clauſus, the Leader of the Sabine Race,) 


Beheld the mighty Dryops from afar, | 
And launch'd his pointed Spear aloft in Air, 


Which pierc'd his Throat; the purple Hand of Death 


Suppreſs'd the Voice, and ſtopp'd the vital Breath; 
Headlong he falls, he grovels on the Shore, | 
And his pale Mouth ejects a Flood of Gore, 


Still ruſhing on, the Chief the Slaughter ſpread; | 


By various Deaths three Sons of Boreas bled. 
As many more poor hapleſs Youths expire, 
Their Country Thrace, and Idas was their Sire ! 
Againſt the Prince his Bands Haleſus leads, 

And fierce Meſſapus laſh'd his fiery Steeds; 

In furious Conflict mix'd, both Armies ſtand 
On the firſt Verge and Margin of the Land; 
They meet, they fight ; but neither gain, nor yield, 
And level hung the Balance of the Field. 

As when the Winds from diff rent Quarters riſe, 
Pour to the Charge, and combat in the Skies, 


19 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. BAT 6g 
que Suſpence the ſtruggling Tempeſts keep 

- balanc'd Clouds, and poiſe the rolling Deep. 
Winds and Waves oppos'd with equal Might, 

d undecided hangs the aerial Fight. 

join both Armies in the dubious Fray; 

eſe ſcorn to yield, nor thoſe can win the Day ; 

Man to Man, exert the martial Fire ; | 
Foot to Foot, or conquer, or expire. Pitt's Virgil. 
» the ſhrill Trampets dreadful Voice from far, 

th piercing Clangors, animates the War. 

e Troops ruſh on; the deaf*ning Clamours riſe, 

1 the long Shouts run ecchoing round the Skies. 
aight in a Shell their Shields the Volſcians threw; . 
d the cloſe Cohorts march, conceal'd from View, 

fill the Trenches which the Camp ſurround, 

d tug th' aſpiring Bulwarks to the Ground; 

here thinly rang'd appear the op'ning Pow'rs, 

ey fix their ſcaling Engines in the Tow'rs. 

om far the Trojans miſſive Weapons throw, 

d with tough Poles repel the riſing Foe ; 

us wont, of Old, th' advancing Greeks to dare, 

ad guard the Ramparts in their ten Years War. 

"ng, with huge-pointed Stones, they ſtrove in vain, 
burſt the Cov'ring of the hoſtile Train. | 

t {till the Bands maintain the Fight, below 

ic brazen Concave, and defy the Foe. 

length the Trojans, with a mighty Shock, 


I'd down a pond'rous Fragment of a Rock; 
ill where the thick embodied Squadron ſpreads, 


i enormous Maſs came thund: ring on n their Heads, . 
_ ou | 
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| Broke thro' the ſhining Arch, and cruſh'd the Tray 


But with their Darts a diſtant Combat wage. 


Deſcend, and whiten all the Field below : : 


Each wounds, each bleeds, but none reſign the Day 
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And with a Length of Slaughter ſmoak'd the Plain. 
In this blind Fight no more the Foes engage, 


Virgil's A 
As when ſharp Boreas blows abroad, and brings 
The dreary Winter on his frozen Wings; 
Beneath the low-hung Clouds, the Fleets of Snow: 


So faſt the Darts on either Army pour, 
So down the Rampires rolls the rocky Show'r ; 
Heavy and thick reſound the batter'd Shields, n 
And the deaf Eccho rattles round the Fields. Pope's I 
Dark Show'rs of Jav'lins fly from Foes to Foes, | 
Now here, now there, the Tide of Combat flows; 
While Troy's fam'd Streams, that round the o 
Plain, 5 
On either Side ran purple to the Main. . Pope's li 
As ſweating Reapers, in ſome wealthy Field, 
Rang'd in two Bands, their crooked Weapons wiel 
Bear down the Furrows till their Labours meet, 
Thick falls the heavy Harveſt at their Feet: 
So Greece and Troy the Fields of War divide, 
And falling Ranks are ſhew'd on either Side: 
None ſtoop'd a Thought to baſe inglorious Flight, 
But Horſe to Horſe, and Man to Man, they fight. 
Not rapid Wolves more fierce conteſt their Prey; 


Diſcord with Joy the Scene of Death deſcries, 


And drinks large Slaughter at ber ſanguine Eyes; 
3 | Dil 
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rd alone, of all the immortal Train, 
s the red Horrors of the direful Plain. 
vhen two Scales are charg'd with equal Loads, 
Side to Side the trembling Balance nods, - 
ile ſome laborious Matron, juſt and poor, 
nice Exactneſs weighs her woolly Store) 
pois'd aloft, the reſting Beam ſuſpends, 
equal Weight, nor this, nor that, deſcends; 
tood the War. Pope's had. 
hus while the Morning Beams inereaſing bright 
Heavens pure Azure ſpread the glowing Light, 
mutual Death the Face of War confonnds, 
h adverſe Battle gor'd with equal Wonnds, 
now, what Time, in ſome ſequeſter'd Vale, 
weary Woodman ſpreads his ſparing Meal, 
n his tir'd Arms refuſe the Axe to rear, 
| claim a Reſpite from the Sylvan War; 
not til! half the proſtrate Foreſt lay - 
tch'd in long Rain, and expos'd to Day: 
en, not till then, the Greeks impulſive Might 
c'd the black Phalanx, and let in the Light. 
low by the Foot the flying Foot were ſlain, 
re trod by Horſe lay foaming on the Plain. 
m the dry Fields thick Clouds of Duſt ariſe, 
de the black Hoſt, and intercept the Skies, . 
e braſs-hoof 'd Steeds, tumultuous plunge and bound, 
d the thick Thunder beats the lab'ring Ground. 
Pope's Thad. | 
3 Driver's Laſh reſounds —© 
it thro' the Rank the rapid Chariots bounds: 


j "i 
4 


72 BAT The Entertaining Companion: 
Stung by the Stroke, the Courſers ſcour the Field 
O'er Heaps of Carcaſes, and Hills of Shields ; 
The Horſes Hoofs are bath'd in Heroes Gore, 
And, daſhing, purple all the Car before ; 

The groaning Axle ſable Drops diſtils, 

And mangled Carnage clogs the rapid Wheels, 
Pope's | 
| Then Hector, with a Bound, 

Vaults from his Chariot on the trembling Ground 
In changing Arms; he graſps in either Hand, 

A pointed Lance, and ſpeeds from Band to Band; 
Revives their Ardour, turns their Steps from Flight, 
And wakes anew the dying Flames of Fight. 

As the bold Hunter chears his Hounds, to tear 
The brindled Lion, or the tuſky Bear ; 

With Voice and Hand provokes their doubting Heart, 
And ſprings the foremoſt with his liſted Dart : 

So Godlike Hector prompts his Troops to dare, 
Nor prompts alone, but leads himſelf the War. 
New Force, new Spirit, to each Breaſt return; 
The Fight renew'd, with fiercer Fury, burns: | 
The King leads on, all fix on him their Eye, 
And learn from him to conquer, or to die. 

On the black Body of the Foes he pours; 
As from the Clouds deep Boſom, ſwell'd with Show n. 
A ſudden Storm the purple Ocean ſweeps, | 
Drives the wild Waves, and toſſes all the Deeps ; 
Or as a weſtern Whirlwind, charg'd with Storms, 
Diſpels the gather'd Clouds that Notus forms; 
The Guſt, continu'd, violent and ſtrong, 

| Rolls ſable Clouds in Heaps on Heaps along: 


* 
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to the Skies the foaming Billows rears, | 
y breaks the Surge, and wide the Bottom bares, | | 1 
; raging Hector, with reſiſtleſs Hand, N 
rturns, n. and ſcatters all their Bands. i 
Pope's Iliad. 


like a Whirlwind, toſs'd the ſeatt' ring Throng, 
p gled the Troops, and drove the Field along. 
midſt the Dogs and Hunters daring Bands, 
ce of his Might, a Boar or Lion ſtands: © 
d Foes around a dreadful Circle form, 
& hiſſing Jav'lins rain an Iron Storm: - 
Pow'rs untam'd their bold Aſſaults defy, 1 
d, where he turns, the Rout diſperſe or die. 1 
foams, he glares, he bounds againſt them all, 
d, if he falls, his Courage makes him — 
Pope s Iliad. 
hen a Torrent, ſwell'd with Wintry Rains, 
5 from the Mountains o'er the delug'd Plains z _ l 
| Pines and Oaks from their Foundations torn, : | 
ountry's Ruin ! to the Seas are borne. 

Thus he o'erwhelms the yielding Throng, 
, Steeds, and Chariots roll in Heaps along. 
d Groans proclaim his Progreſs through the Plain, F 
deep Scamander ſwells with Heaps of Slain, 1 
laught'ring on the King of Men proceeds, FL 1 
diſtant Army wonders at his Deeds. b 1 
hen the Winds with raging Flames conſpire, 
| o'er the Foreſts roll the Flood of Fire; 
Pazing Heaps the Grove's old Honours fol; 
| one refulgent Ruin levels all. 
OL „ E Before 


e 
— 


5 


74 BAT The Emertaining Companion: 
Before Atrides Rage ſo ſinks the Foe; 
Whole Squadrons vaniſh, and proud Heads lie loy 
The Steeds fly trembling from his waving-Sword, 
And many a Car, now lighted of its Lord, 
Wide o'er the Field with guideleſs Fury rolls, 
Breaking their Bands, and cruſhing out their Soul, 
'The Horſe and Foot in mingled Deaths unite, 
And Groans of Slaughter mix with Shouts of Fig 
Mean while, on ev'ry Side around the Plain, 
Diſpers'd, diſorder'd fly the Trojan Train. 
So flies a Herd of Beeves, that hear diſmay'd 
The Lion roaring through the Midnight Shade: 
On Heaps they tumble with ſucceſsleſs Haſte ; 
The Savage ſeizes, draws, and rends the laſt, 
Not with leſs Fury ſtern Atrides flew, 
Still preſs'd the Rout, and ſtill the hindmoſt ſlew: 
Hurl'd from their Cars the braveſt Chiefs are kill 
And Rage, and Death, and Carnage load the Fiel. 
| Pope's 
Each Hoſt now joins, and each a God inſpires ; 
Theſe Mars incites, and thoſe Minerva fires. 
Pale Flight around, and dreadful Terror reigns, | 
And Diſcord raging bathes the purple Plains. 
Embody'd cloſe the lab'ring Grecian Train » 
The fierceſt Shock of charging Hoſt ſuſtain. 
Unmov'd and filent the whole War they wait, 


|  Serenely dreadful, and as fix'd as Fate. 


So when the imbattl'd Clouds, in dark Array, 
Along the Skies their gloomy Lines diſplay ; 
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Then „„ boi wur Rage has ſpent, | 
nd peaceful ſleeps the liquid Element: 
he low hung Vapours, motienle(s and ſtill, | 
eſt on the Summits of the ſhaded Hill ; 
ill the Maſs ſcatters, as the Winds ariſe, 
iſpers'd and broken through the ruffled Skies. | 
Pope's Lied. 
lars, fro Deftroyer ! mal Bellona dread, - 
lame in the Front, and thunder at their Head: 
his ſwells the Tumult, and the Rage of Fight; 
hat ſhakes a Spear, that caſts a dreadful Light : 
here Hector march'd, the God of Battle ſhin'd ; 

[ow ſtorm'd before him, and now rag'd behind. 
- Pope's Jlind. 
ow Shicld with Shield, with Helmet Helmet clos d, 
o Armour Armour, Lance to Lance oppos'd ; 


W: 
ci ot againſt Hoſt with ſhadowy Squadrons drew, 
ell. he ſounding Darts in Iron Tempeſts flew. 


ictors and Vanquiſh'd join promiſcuous Cries, 
Ind ſhrilling Shouts and dying Groans ariſe: | 
ich ſtreamy Blood the ſlippery Fields are dy 9 5 
Ind ſlaughter'd Heroes ſwell the dreadful Tide. 
Torrents roll, increas'd by num'rous Rills, 
ith Rage impetuous, down their-ecchoing Hills, 
vſh to the Vales, and, pour'd along the Plain, 
dar through a thouſand Channels to the Main. 
he diſtant Shepherd trembling hears the Sound ; 


0 mix both Hoſts, and ſo their Cries rebound. 
Pope's Lliad. 


ow Shouts and Clamours wake the tardy Sun, 
s with the Light the 5 
| E a 


Ev'n 
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En Jove, whoſe Thunder ſpoke his Wrath, diftill{ 


And all the Slaughters that muſt ſtain the Day. 


He dreads th' impending Storm, and drives his Flodk 


With Spears erect, a moving Iron Wood. 
A ſhady Light was ſhot ſrom glimmering Shields, 


While ſtreamy Sparkles, reſtleſs as he flies, 
F laſh from his Arms, as Lightning from the Skies. 


| Thus, by their Leader's Care, each Martial Band 
| Moves into Ranks, and firetches o'er the Land. 


NY 


Red Drops of Blood o'er all the fatal Field! 
The Woes of Men unwilling to ſurvey, 


Pope's Ilia 
In one firm Orb the Bands were rang d around 
A Cloud of Heroes blacken'd all the Ground. 
Thus, from the lofty Promontory's Brow, 

A Swain ſurveys the gathering Storm below : 
Slow from the Main the heavy Vapours riſe, 
Spreading dim Streams, and ſails along the Skies, 
Till, black as Night, the ſwelling Tempeſt ſhows 
The Cloud condenfing, as the Weſt-wind blows. 


To the cloſe Covert of an arching Rock, 
Such and ſo thick the imbattil'd Squadrons ſtood, 


And their brown Arms obſcur'd the duſky Field. 
Pope's. 
Great HeRtor, a with his ſpacious Shield, 
Plies all the Troops, and orders all the Field, 
As the red Star now ſhews his ſanguine Fires, 
Through the dark Clouds, and now in Night retires 
'Thus through the Ranks appear'd the Godlike Man, 
Flung'd in the Rear, or blazing in the Van; 


Pope's hah 


Pope 's b 
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when the Wind, aſcending by Degrees, | 
{ moves the whitening Surface of the Seas; 

\e Billows float in Order to the Shore, 

ze Wave behind rolls on the Wave before: 

Il vith the growing Storm the Deeps ariſe, 

am o'er the Rocks, and thunder to the Skies: 

to the Fight the thick Battalions throng, 

Gelds urg'd on Shields, and Men drove Men . 
date and ſilent move the Grecian Bands, 

Sound, no Whitper, but their Chief's Commands * 
eſe only heard, with Awe the reſt obey, 

if ſome God had ſnatch'd their Voice away. 

t ſo the Trojans; from their Hoſt aſcends 
zen'ral Shout that all the Region rends. 

when the fleecy Flocks unnumber'd ſtand, 
vealthy Folds, and wait the Milker's Hand; 
hollow Vales inceſſant Bleating fills ; 

e Lambs reply from all the neighbouring Hills ; 
h Clamours roſe from various Nations round ; 
x'd was the Murmur, and confus'd the Sound. 
th Shouts the Trojans, ruſhing from afar, 

laim their Motions, and provoke the War. 
when inclement Seaſons vex the Plain, 

h piercing Froſts, or thick deſcending Rain: 
warmer Seas the Cranes imbodied fly, 

b Noiſe and Order through the midway Sky; 
pigmy Nations Wounds and Death they bring, 
all the War deſcends upon the Wing. 

vlent breathing Rage, reſolv'd and ſxill'd 
mutual Aids to fire a doubtful Field, 
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Swift march the Greeks, the rapid Duſt around 
Dark'ning ariſes from the labour'd Ground. 
Thus from his flaggy Wings when Notus ſheds 

| A Night of Vapours round the Mountains Heads, 
Swiſt gliding Miſts the duſky Fields invade, 

To Thieves more grateful than the Midnight Shade 
While ſcarce the Swains their feeding Flocks ſurvey, 
Loſt and confus'd amidft the thicken'd Day: 

So wrapp'd in gath'ring Duſt the Grecian Train, 


A moving Cloud, —_ on and hid the Plain. 
Pope's Iliad, 


As when on Ceres ſacred Floor the Swain 
Spreads the wide Fan to clear the golden Grain ; 
And the light Chaff, before the Breezes borne, 
© Aſcends in Clouds from off the heapy Corn; 
The grey Duſt, riſing with collected Wings, 
Drives o'er the Barns, and whitens all the Hinds: 
So white with Duſt the Greeian Hoſt appears, 
From trampling Steeds, and thund' ring Charioteer, 
The duſky Clouds from labour'd Earth ariſe, 
And roll in ſmoking Volumes ta the Skies. 
| Mars hovers o'er em with his ſable Shield, 

And adds new Horrors to the darken'd Field. Pape | 
| BEASTS. : 

Go, mock Majeſty ! Go, Man! 

And bow to thy Superiors of the Stall 
Through ev'ry Scene of Senſe ſuperior far, 
They graze the Turf untill'd ; they drink the Strean 
_ OUnbrew'd, and ever full, and unembitter-d 

With Doubt:, Fears, freitlefs Hopes, Regrets, Deſpai 

| Meas kin 


ot wi 
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nkind's Peculiar ! Reaſon's precious Dow'r ! b . 
Foreign Clime they ranſack for their Robes, 
r Brothers cite to the litigious Bar: 
tir Good is good intire, unmix'd, unmarr dz 
ey find a Paradiſe in ev'ry Field, 
 Boughs forbidden, where no Curſes hang : 
eir Ill no more than ſtrikes the Senſe, unſtreteh' d 
previous Dread, or Murmur in the Rear. 
hen the worſt comes, it comes unfear d; one Stroke 
gins and ends their Woe ; they die but once. 
led, incommunicable Privilege ! for which 
dud Man, who rules the Globe, and reads the Stars, 
iloſopher, or Hero, ſighs in vain. | | 
Young's Night Thoughts. 
Beaſts and creeping Inſects ſhall we trace . 
ie wond'rous Nature, and the various Race ; 
wild, or tame ; or Friend to Man, or Foe; 
us what they, or what of them we know? 
LE”, Solomon. 
ture to theſe, without Profuſion, kind, 
te proper Organs, proper Pow'rs aſſign'd; 
ch ſeeming Want compenſated of Courſe ; 
re with Degrees of Swiftneſs, here of Force : 
in exact Proportion to the State; f 
thing to add, and nothing to abate. 
ch Beaſt, each Inſect, happy in his on: 
Heav'n unkind to Man, and Man alone ? 
| Pope's Eſſay on Man, - 
B E AUF LY. 
ot with more Glories in th ÆEtherial Plain, 
de Sun firſt riſes wr purpled Main, 
| 5 4 
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Than, iſſuing forth, the Rival of his Beams, 
Lanch'd on the Boſom of the filver Thames. 
Fair Nymphs and well-dreſs'd Youths around her hol 
But ev'ry Eye was fix'd on her alone. | 
On her white Breaſt a ſparkling Croſs ſhe wore, 
Which Jews might kiſs, and Infidels adore, * 
Her lively Looks a ſprightly Mind diſcloſe, 
Quick as her Eyes, and as unfix'd as thoſe : 
Favours to none, to all ſhe Smiles extends; 
Oft ſhe rejects, but never once offends. 
Bright as the Sun, her Eyes the Gazers ſtrike, 
And, like the Sun, they ſhine on all alike. het 
Yet graceful Eaſe, and Sweetneſs void of Pride, au 
Might hide her Faults, if Belles have Faults to hide, ar 
If to her Share ſome Female Errors fall, 
Look in her Face, and you'll forget 'em all. 
| Pope 's Rape of the I 
Say, why are Beauties prais'd and honour'd moſt, 
The wiſe Man's Paſſion, and the vain Man's Toa?! 
Why deck'd with all that Land and Sea afford, 
Why Angels call'd, and Angel-like ador d? 
Why round our Coaches crowd the white-glov'd Beat 
Why bows the Side-box from its inmoſt Rows? 
How vain are all theſe Glories, all our Pains, ee 
Unleſs good Senſe preſerve what Beauty gain: 
That Men may ſay, when we the Front-box grace, 
Behold the firſt in Virtue, as in Face! 
Oh ! if to dance all Night, and dreſs all Day, 
Charm'd the Small-pox, or chac'd Old. age away ; 
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10 would not ſcorn what Houſewiſe's Cares produce, 
who would learn one earthly Thing of Uſe 7 BE: 
o patch, nay ogle, might become a Saint, 
or could it ſure be ſuch a Sin to paint. 
t fince, alas ! frail Beauty muſt decay, 
rd or uncurl'd, fince Locks will turn to grey 1 
ce, painted or not painted, all muſt fade, 
d ſhe who ſcorns a Man muſt die a Maid; 
hat then remains but well our Pow'r to uſe, 
d keep good Humour ſtill, whate'er we loſe ? | 
d truſt me, Dear! good Humour can prevail, 
hen Airs, and Flights, and Screams, and Scolding fail. 
auties, in vain, their pretty Eyes may roll; 
arms ſtrike * Sight, but Merit wins the Soul. 
| Pope Rape ef the Lock. 
ture the Virgin was, of Egypt's Race; 9211 
ace ſhap'd her Limbs, and Beauty deck d her 1 2 5 
y her Motion ſeem'd, ſerene her Air; 
|, tho' unzon'd, her Boſom roſe ; her Hair. 
ty'd, and ignorant of artful Ad. + 
own her Shoulders looſely lay diſplay'd, *' ö 
d in the jetty: _— ten n ie play d. | 
Prior 5 Solomon, 
ne 41 ate his Eyes as ſolar Beams, 
Icing temper'd Light from cryſtal Streams ; - 
dy as Gold his Cheek; his Boſom fair AT 
Silver ; the curl'd Ringlets of his Hair 
das the Raven's Wing ; ; his Lips more red | 
1 — or che Scarlet Thru 
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Even his Teeth, and white like a young Flock 
Coeval, new ſhorn, from the cryſtal Brook, 
Recent, and blanching on the ſunny Rock. 
Iv'ry, with Sapphires interfpers'd, explains 
How white his Hands, how blue his manly Veins, 
Columns of poliſh'd Marble, firmly ſet 
On golden Baſes, are his Legs and Feet. 
His Stature all majeſtic, all divine, | 
Straight as the Palm-tree, ſtrong as is the Pine. fs 
Saffron and Myrrh are on his Garments ſhed, 
And everlaſting | n. bloom round his Head. 
Prior 
In Wit, as Nature, what affeQs our —_— 
Is not th' Exactneſs of peculiar Parts: ods BB) le: 
"Tis. not a;Lip or Eye we Beauty call, 
But the joint Force and full Reſult of all. 
Thus, when we view ſome well 3 Dita 
The World's juſt Wonder, and ev'n thing, O Ren 
No ſingle Parts unequally ſurpriſe, 
All comes united to th' admiring Eyes: 
No monſtrous Height, or Breadth, or . en 
The Whole at once is bold and regular. 
Whoever thinks a faultleſs Piece to ſee, 
Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor. e'er ſhall be. _ 
| Pope's Eſſay on Critic 
Not purple Vi'lets in the early Spring 11 
Such graceful Sweets, ſuch tender Beauties bring. 
The orient Bluſh which does her Checks adorn, 
Makes Coral pale, vies with the roſy Mon: 
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pid has ta en a Surfeit from her Eyes; oy mw 
hene'er ſhe ſmiles, in lambent Fires he fries ; c 
nd, when ſhe weeps, in Pearls difſolv'd he dies. 

Let's Nero. 


Beauty, thou wild, fantaſtic Ape, 

ſho doſt in ev'ry Country change thy Shape: 

ere black, there brown, here tawny, and there white, - Et 

hou Flatt'rer who complies with ev'ry Sight : 

Tho haſt no certain what nor where, 

t varieſt ſtill, and doſt thyſelf declare c 

xconſtant as thy She Poſſeſſors are. Conley, + 

auty, like Ice, our Footing does betray : 

ho can tread ſure on the ſmooth ſlippery Way ? 

Jeas'd with the Paſſage, we ſlide ſwiftly on, x 

nd ſee the Dangers which we cannot ſhun. | ; 
Dryden's Aurenxabe. 

B E E. | 

low liſten, while the wond'rous Pow'rs I fing, 

nd Genius given to Bees by Heav'n's almighty King, 

hom in the Cretan Cave they kindly fed, 

y Cymbals Sound, and claſhing Armour led, 

hey, they alone, a general Intereſt ſhare, _ 

beir Young committing to the public Care: 

Ind, all concurring to the common Cauſe, 

ive in fix'd Cities, under ſettled Laws: 

Vf Winter mindfal, and inclement Skies, 

n Summer hoard for all the State Supplies. 

lternate ſome provide the Nation's Food, 

nd ſearch. it oer each Foreſt, Field, and Flood. 

” = W6 Some 


Then with nice Art the waxen Arches bend, 


Some, by joint Compact, at the City's Gate, 
Iatent and watchful of Heav'n's Changes, wait, 


The Drones, a Race of Sluggards, from the Hire. 
The crowded Dome with Toil intenſely glows, 


As when Jove' 8 Bolts to frame the Cyclops ſweat, 


*While others heave the puffing Bellows? ram: 4D 
Or the red Bars in hiſſing Water lave ; 
Deep Etna groans below, thro' many an echoing Ca 
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Toil the Cecropian Bees with ceaſeleſs Care: 
Each knows his Taſk; the Old their Towns attend, 2 
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Some for the Comb's. Foundations gather Glew, + 
And temper Gums with Daffadil's rich Dew; 


Or with nectareous Sweets the Fret- work Cells diſieni 
Commiſlion'd ſome th' important Office bear 
To form the Youth, the Nation's Hope, with Care. 


Examine ev'ry Motion of the Skies, 
What Showers approach, what Storms or Winds art 
Or eaſe the burthen'd Lab'rers Limbs, or drive 


And from * the breathing Sweats a blended Frag 
flows. 


Tbe rough and ſtubborn Ore ſubdue with Heat, 
While chiming Hammers in juſt Order beat; ; 


Some turn the weighty Maſs with griping Tongs, 


No leſs, ſmall Things with greater to compare, 


Shape their nice Cells, their Dzdal Works defend: 0' fe 


But, late at Evening, thoſe of youthful Prime WM 5 


Return fatigu'd, their Thighs ſurcharg'd with Thyme Mm A 
They prey on Arbutes, Willow Buds devour, lin 
Sweet Caſſia, and the Saffron's glowing Flower; r tho 


_ 
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d ſuck ſoft Hyacinths of purple Hue: 

reſt together, all together toil; _ 

Morn they ruſh abroad the Flowers to ſpoil ; _ 
hen twilight Evening warns them to their Home, 1 
With weary Wings and heavy Thighs they come, | 
d crowd about the Gate, and mix a wage Ham ; 
laſt into their inmoſt Chambers creep, 

id filent lie diſſolv d in balmy Sleep. 

nen Eaſt-winds blow, or gathering Rains impend, 

e Skies they truſt not, nor their Flights extend; 

t drink of Streams that flow their City nigh, 

ork near the Walls, and ſhort Excurſions try: 

iſe their light Bodies, like a balanc'd Boat, 

ich Sands, as through tempeſtuous Air they float: 

t chief this Circumſtance may Wonder move, 

at none indulge th' enfeebling Joys of Lore; 
ne Pangs of Child-birth bear, but Leaves among 

d fragrant Flow'rs they gather all their ene | 

nce their great King and Citizens create, 5 
d build their waxen Realms and Courts of State ;  * 
rugged Rocks, oft as abroad they fly, T4. 
ey tear their Wings, fink with their Loads, and die 

h Love of Flow'rs inflames their little erm 37 3h 
great their Glory in theſe wond*rous Arts, 3 
0' ſeven ſhort Years are to one Race re i 2 


riſe 


Il they continue an exhauſtleſs Breed, 

m Age to Age increaſe, and Sires to Sires ſucceed, 

lian nor Mede ſo much his King adores, 2 e 
i thoſe on Nilus' or W s Shores: © © © 


From 


N 
0 
| 
| 
| 
? 
i 8 


* — — 
: 


Their waxen Combs and Honey, late their Joy, 


- Him frequent on their duteous Shoulders bear, 


That Bees have Portions of a heav'nly Mind; 
That God pervades, and, like one common Soul, 


Tell me, ye Studious, who pretend to ſee 


Who taught her againſt Winds and Rains to ſtrive, 


7 
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The State united ſtands, while he remains; | 
But, ſhould he fall, what dire Confuſion reigns ? 


With Grief and Rage diſtracted they deſtroy. 


He guards the Works, with Awe they him bau 
And crowd about him with triumphant Sound: 


Bleed, fall, and die for him in glorious War. 
Led by ſuch Wonders, Sages have opin'd, 


Fills, feeds, and animates the World's great Whole: 
That Flocks, Herds, Beaſts, and Men from him rect 
Their vital Breath; in him all move and live: 
That Souls diſcerp'd from him ſhall never die, 

But back reſolv d to God and Heav'n ſhall fly, 

And live for ever in the ſtarry Sky. | a. 
| of Warton's Virol 


| 


Far into Nature's Boſom, whence the Bee 

Was firſt inform'd her vent'rous Flight to ſteer, 
Through trackleſs Paths, and an Abyſs of Air ? 
Whence ſhe avoids the ſlimy Marſh, and knows 
The fertile Hills, where fweeter Herbage grows, 
And Honey-making Flow =O Our op ning Buds di- 
. _ cloſe? | 
How from the thicken'd Miſt, ant ſetting _ 
Finds ſhe the Labour of her Day is done? 


To bring her Burthen to the certain Hive, 
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| through the liquid Fields again to paſs, 
eous and heark vay to the ſounding Braſs ? 
1 Fun 
1s to their Toils HP Summer run 
cluſt rin g Bees, and labour in the Sunz | _— 
d forth in Colonies their buzzing Race, 
work the liquid Sweets, and thicken to a Ma: 
e buſy Nation flies from Flow'r to Flow'r, = 
d hoards in curious Cells the golden Store, 
hoſen Troop before the Gate attende, 
take the Burthens, and relieve their Friends: 
arm at the fragrant Work, in Bands — 
xe Drone, a re — wy their Hive. 
14 7X6 * PREY Virgil. 
e carefol Inſet midſt his Works I view © 
from the Flow'rs exhauſt the fragrant Dew; 8 
With golden Treafures load his little Thighs, 
ad ſteer his diſtant Journey through the Skies: 
me againſt hoſtile Drones the Hiye defend; 
hers with Sweets the waxen Cells diſtend: 
ich in the Toil his deftin'd Office bear, 
d in the little Bulk a mighty Soul appears. Gay. 
om Flow'r to Flow'r the Bee ftill plies her Wing, 
2 inſatiate, _— the n the Spring. 
Blackheck, | 


* 


2 5 When golden Suns appear, 

nd under Earth have driv'n the Winter Year ; 
he winged Nation wanders through the Skies, 
nd o'er the Plains and ſhady Foreſts flies; 2 


f 
F . 


9 3 4 4 
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Then, ſtooping on the Meads and leafy Bowers, 
They ſkim the Floods, and ſip the purple Flower; 
Then work their waxen Lodgings in their Hives, 
And labour Honey to ſuſtain their Lives. Drydis J 
As, when the Bees their waxen Town forſake, © 
Careleſs in Air their wand'ring Way they take: 
No more in cluſt'ring Swarms condens'd they fly, 
But fleet uncertain through the various Sky: 

No more from Flow'rs they ſuck the liquid Sweet, 
But all their Care and Induſtry forget. 
Then, if at length the tinkling Braſs they hear, 
With ſwift Amaze their Flight they ſoon forbear: 
Sudden their flow'ry Labour they renew, | 
Hang on the Thyme, and ſip the balmy Dew. 
Mean Time, ſecure on Hybla's fragrant Plain, 
With Joy exults the happy Shepherd Swain; 
Proud that his Art had thus preſerv'd his Store, 
He ſeprny.t to think his homely Cottage poor. 
_ »  Rowe's Lua 
Here their FEB Taſk the fervent Bees 
In ſwarming Millions tend; around, n. 
Through the ſoft Air the bufy Nations. 5 4 
Cling to the Bud, and with inſerted Tobe 
Suck its pure Eſſence, its ætherial Soul. 
And oft, with bolder Wing, they 9 dare 
The purple Heath, or where the wild Thyme grown, 
And A load Wow with the luſcious Spoil. 1 
ens Sf 
'B E H E M 0 T H. 2» 5 


The Flood difports : Behold ! in plaited Mail, 
Behemol 
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noth rears his Head. Glanc'd from his Side, 
darted Steel in idle Shivers flies! | 
earleſs walks the Plain, or ſeeks the Hills ; 1 
re, as he crops his vary'd Fare, the Herds, 
ider Circle round, forget their . Food, 
at the harmleſs Stranger wand'ring gare. 

Thomſon's n 

BILLS of Exchange. OT. 
dd Paper Credit, laſt and beſt Supply, 
t lends Corruption lighter Wings to fly ! 
d, imp'd by thee, can compaſs hardeſt Things, 
pocket States, can fetch or carry Kings: 
ingle Leaf ſhall waft an Army o'er, 
ſhip off Senates to a diſtant Shore: 
eaf, like Sybil's, ſcatter to and fro 8 
Fates and Fortunes, as the Winds ſhall blow: 
gnant with thouſand Flits, the Scrap unſeen, 
d ſilent, ſells a King, or buys a Queen, 7 

© Pope's Moral Eſſays.” 


BIRDS. | 
ar how the Birds, on ev'ry blooming Spray, 
Ith joyous Muſic wake the dawning Day 
hy fit we mute, when early Linnets ſing, 
den warbling Philomel ſalutes the Spring? 
hy fit we ſad, when Phoſphor ſhines ſo clear, 


„ Wa laviſh Nature paints the purple Year ? ? if 
of * i Pope 5 Paſtorals. 
F Birds, how each, according . to her Kind. 8 


oper Materials for her Neſt can find 3 


And 


{ 
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And build a Frame, which deepeſt Thought in Mu 

Would or amend, or imitate in vain? 

How in ſmall Flights they know to try their Young, = 

And teach the callow Child her Parents Song? 

Why theſe frequent the Plain, and thoſe the Wood? 

Why ev'ry Land has her ſpecific Brood ? 

Where the tall Crane, or wand'ring Swallow, goes, 

Fearful of gathering Winds and falling Snows ? 

If into Rocks or hollow Trees they creep, 

In temporary Death confin'd to Sleep ; 

Or, conſcious of the coming Evil, fly 

To milder Dn and a Southern Sky ? 
Prior's Sol 

The Birds, great Nature's Commoners, 

That hauntin Woods, and Meads, and flow 'ry Gar 

Rifle the Sweets, and taſte the choicefſt Fruits, 

Yet ſeem to aſk the lordly Owner's Leave. 


Rowe's Fair Feu 

SLAT th 

Horrors on Horrors riſe, a fatal Night S 
Succeeds the fatal Day's malignant Light ; 
The fatal Day's malignant Light reveals » 
Signs of new Terror and augmented IIIs. 1 
The Sun all dreadful in his Riſing ſeems, 1 
With ſanguine Treſſes and polluted Beams; 1 


With Blood diſtain'd his radiant Force appears, 
And ſad Preſages all his Aſpe& wears : 

Till, having gain'd the Zenith's lofty Height, 
He darts a ſtronger and more piercing Light; 


Or, Poetical Abele. BI 2 . 

all the verdant Beauty of the Meads, 
ev'ry Plant and flow ry Bloſſom fades. 

tains and Vallies deſolate appear, | 


Mu 


leaving Hills, all wither'd, curs'd, and hams. 
diſmal Marks of Heav'n's Diſpleaſore wear. 

. Mrs. Rewe's Taſfſo.. 
BLINDNESS. 
d the Youth, in earlieſt Age depriv'd 
iſe's beſt Gift, almoſt e're yet he liv d 
hom coy Nature her fair Face diſplay'd, 
to wrap it in eternal Shade; 
act to him Creation's Works appear; 
pleaſing Proſpect of the circling Year, 

) beauteous Scene with varied Colours gay. 
the great Sun himſelf, the Parent of the Day. . 
Vierſes prefixed to Blackleck's Poems. | 

oh !—while others gaze on Nature's Face, | ad 
verdant Vale, the Mountains, Woods, and Streams 7 'M 
thund'ring with Delight ineffable, furvey i 
Sun, bright Image of his Parent God; 
Seaſons, in majeſtic Order, round 
is vary'd Globe revolving ; -young-ey'd Spring, 3 
fule of Life and Joy; Summer, adorn'd 
th keen Effulgence, bright'ning Heaven and Earth; 
tumn, replete with Nature's various Boon, 
bleſs the toiling Hind ; and Winter, grand 
th rapid Storms, convulſing Nature's Frame: 
bile others view Heaven's all- involving Arch, 
ght with unnamber d Worlds; and, loſt in Joy, 
r Order and Utility behold ; 

. Or, 


? 
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Or, unfatigu'd, th' amazing Chain purſue, 
Which, in one vaſt all-comprehending Whole, 
Unites th' immenſe, ſtupendous Works of God, 
Conjoining Part with Part, and, through the Fra 
Diffuſing ſacred Harmony and Joy: 
To me thoſe fair Viciſſitudes are loſt, 

And Grace and Beauty blotted from my View. 
The verdant Vale, the Mountains, Woods, and Stre 
One horrid blank appear ; the young-ey'd Spring, 
Efulgent Summer, Autumn deck'd in Wealth, 
To bleſs the toiling Hind, and Winter grand 
With rapid Storms, revolve in vain for me; 
Nor the bright Sun, nor all-embracing Arch 
Of Heav'n, ſhall e'er theſe wretched Orbs behold. 
O Beauty, Harmony! ye Siſter Train 11 
Of Graces; you, who in th' admiring Eye 
Of God your Charms diſplay'd, e re yet, tranſcrib'd 
On Nature's Form, your heav'nly Features ſhone: 
Why are you ſnatch'd for ever from my Sight, 
Whilſt, in your Stead, a boundleſs Waſte expanſe 
Of undiſtinguiſh'd Horror covers all } | 
Wide 0'er my Proſpect rueful Darkneſs breathes 
Her inauſpicious Vapour ; in whoſe Shade 
Fear, Grief, and Anguiſh, Natives of her m ö 
In ſocial Sadneſs, gloomy Vigils keep: 
With them I walk, with them ſtill doom'd to ſhare N 
Eternal Blackneſs, without Hopes of Dawn. n i 

BD Lb 'S: $64lf bs ts 2h 
The Bliſs of Man (could Pride that Bleſſing find) 
Is not to act or think beyond Mankind ; 


Or, Poetica! Miſcellany. BLI 93 
pow'rs of Body or of Soul to ſhare, of 

„hat his Nature and his State can bear. 
y has not Man a microſcopic Eye? 
this plain Reaſon, Man is not a Fly. 
what the Uſe, were finer Optics giv'n 
nſpect a Mite, not comprehend the Heav'n; 

ouch, if tremblingly alive all o'er, 
ſmart and agonize at ev'ry Pore? 
quick Effluvia darting through the Brain, 
of a Roſe in aromatic Pain? 
ature thunder'd in his op'ning Ears, 
d flunn'd him with the Muſic of the Spheres x 
would he wiſh that Heav'n had left him ſtill 
whiſp'ring Zephyr and the purling Rill ? 
o finds not Providence all good, all wiſe, _ 
e in what it gives, and what denies? - _. 

5 Pope's Eſſay on Man. 

the ſole Bliſs Heav'n could on all beſtow ! 
ich, who but feels, can taſte, but thinks, can know? 
poor with Fortune, and with Learning blind, 
e Bad muſt miſs ; the Good, untaught, will find ; - 
ve to no Se, who takes no private Road, 
t looks through Nature up to Nature's God: 
rlucs that Chain which links th' immenſe Deſign, 
1s Heav'n and Earth, and Mortal and Divine ; 
3, that no Being any Bliſs can know, 
t touches ſome above, and ſome below; 
ms, from this Union of this riſing Whole, 
ie firſt, laſt Purpoſe, of the Human Sopl ; 


z 


by 
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And knows where Faith, Law, Morals, all bega, 
All end in Love of God, and Love of Man. 

_ Pope's Hſen a 
"BLUGBE@A: 
The Roſes that his heav' nly Face adorn, 


Our-bluſh the purple Glories of the Morn. 
N... 


In riſing Bluſhes ſtill freſh Dan, 
The ſunny Side of Fruit ſuch Bluſhes ſhows ; 
And ſuch the Moon, when all her ſilver White 


Turns in Eclipſes to a ruddy Light. 


Addiſon's ( 
07A 

His Eye-balls glare with Fire, ſuffas'd with Blood 
| His Neck ſhoots up a thick-ſet thorny Wood. 
His briſtled Back a Trench impal'd appears, 
And ftands erected like a Field of Spears. 

Froth fills his Chops, he ſends a grunting Sound, 
And Parr he champs, and Part befoams the Groml 
For Tufks with Indian Elephants he ſtrove ; 

And Jove's own Thunder from his Mouth he dr: 
He ſuffers not the Corn its yellow Beards to rear, 
But tramples down the Spikes, and intercepts the !: 
In vain the Barns expect their promis'd Load, 
Nor Barns at Home, nor Ricks are heav'd abroad. 
In vain the Hinds the Threſhing- Floor prepare, 
And exercife their Arms in empty Air. 

With Olives ever green the Ground is ſtrew d, 

And Grapes ungather'd ſhed their gen rous Blood. 


ns 
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d the Fold he rages, nor the Sheep + .j 
ir Shepherds, nor the Grooms their Bulls can keep. 

| Dryden's Owid, | 
as "hiv mighty Boar, who long has fed | 
h on the rough Aerial Mountain's Head, 4 
c'd by the Hounds, ſhoots down the hanging Brow, 
Speed impetuous, to the Vale below ; 
n on the Toils the furious Monſter flies, 
r his bent Back the ſtarting Briſtles riſe ; | 
pp'd and entangl'd, now he foams with Ire; = 
his red Eye-balls glare with living Fire. | 1 
he clam'rous Hunters, cautious to engage, | 
h Shouts and Darts a diſtant Combat wage : | 
turns, he grinds his Teeth, and, void of Fear, 
kes his huge Sides, and ſheds the ſcatter'd War. 

Pitt's JV. irgil. 


fares a Boar, whom all the Troop ſurrounds 
ſhouting Huntſmen, and of clam'rous Hounds 
grinds his Iv'ry Tuſks, he foams with Ire, 
 ſanguine Eye- balls glare with living Fire; 

theſe, by thoſe, on ev'ry Part is ply'd, 


| d the red Slaughter ſpreads on ev'ry Side. N 0 

je Ve P ope 8 Thad, 1 
BO DEIN. | 

jad, W's meet thy Fate, incens d Belinda cry d, 

. d drew a deadly Bodkin from her Side. 


e ſame, his ancient Perſonage to deck, _ 

r Great Great Grandfire wore about his Neck, 

three Seal Rings; which, after melted down, 

mm'd a vaſt Buckle for his Widow's Gon: 1 
er 


Was form'd of „ Horn, and ſmooth'd with artful 
A Mountain Goat refign'd the ſhining Spoil, 


And beaten Gold each taper Point adorns : 


Till the barb'd Point approach the circling Bow: | 


Of firm and fragrant Leaf: On either Side 


Fenc'd up the verdant Wall: Each beauteous Flov 


96 BOW The Entertaining Companin: 
Her Infant Grandame's Whiſtle next it grew, = 
The Bells the jingled, and the Whiflle blew ; 
Then in a Bodkin grac'd her Mother's Haire, | 
Which long ſhe wore, and now Belinda wears. 

Pope's Rape of the 
-B © W: 
His poliſh'd Bow 


Who, pierc'd long ſince, beneath his Arrows bled; 
And fixteen Palms his Brows large Honours ſpread, 
The Workman join'd and ſhap'd the bended Hom, 


He meditates the Mark, and, couching low, 
Fits the ſharp Arrow to the well-ſtrung Bow: 
Now with full Force the yielding Horn he bends, * 
Drawn to an Arch, and joins the doubling Ends ; 
Cloſe to his Breaſt he ſtrains the Nerve below, 


Th' impatient Weapon whizzes on the Wing; 

Soundsthe tough Horn, and twangs the quiv'ring St 
| Pofe's Ii 

| BOWER. 

A Sylvan Lodge, that like Pomona's Arbour ſmil'd 

With Flowers deck'd, and fragrant Smells; the Ru 

Of thickeſt Covert was inwoven Shade, 

Laurel and Myrtle; and what higher grew 


Acanthus, and each od'rous buſhy Shrub, 


All Hues, Roſes, and Jeſſamin, 


ic: Under Foot the Violet, 
cus, and Hyacinth, with rich Inlay, 


coſclieſt Emblem. In ſhady Bower, 

re ſacred or ſequeſter d, tho? but feign'd, 

or Sylvanus never ſlept, nor Nymph, 

Faunus haunted. Milton's Paradiſe 2 
nne 

Goblet was emboſs d with Studs of Gold; 

o Feet ſupport it, and two Handles hold: 

each bright Handle, bending o'er the Brink, 

culptur'd 1955 two Turtles ſeem to drink. 


this bool, where wanton Ivy twines, 
| ſwelling Cluſters bend the curling Vines; 
r Figures riſing from the Work appear, 
| various Seaſons of the rolling Year ; 
I what is that which binds the radiant Sky, 
ere twelve fair Signs i in beauteous Order lie ? 
= Pope's Pafforali. 
BOREAS. SS. WIND. 
þ is the Sound, when Thracian Boreas ſpreads 
weighty Wing o'er Oſſa's piny Heads: 
dnce the-noiſy Groves are all inclin'd, 
i bending roar beneath the ſweeping Wind : 
ce their rattling Branches all they rear, 
| drive the leafy * through the Air. 
| Nabe s Lucan, 
9 1 'F . 


ow! 
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rd high their flouriſh'd Heads between, e. 


broider'd the Ground, more colour'd than with Stone 


Pope's Homer, 


. 
* 
— —— — — 2 ů — 
— 


Tho' ſundry Drops or leave, or ſwell the Stream; 
The Whole ſtill runs, with equal Pace, the ſame. 


As when with Fury ſtung, and jealous Rage, 


E BUI. The Entertaining Companion: 


BROOK. 

See gentle Brooks, how quietly they glide, | 
Kifling the rugged Banks on either Side : 

While in their cryſtal Streams at once they ſhow, 
And with them feed the Flow'rs which they beſlow: 
Though rudely throng'd by a too near Embrace, 
In gentle Murmurs they keep on their Race; 

To the lov'd Sea far Streams have their Deſires, 
Cool as they are, they feel Love's pow'rful Fires: 
And with ſuch Paſſion, that, if any Force 

Stop or moleſt them in their am'rous Courſe, 

They ſwell, break down with Rage, and ravage o 
The Banks they kiſs'd, and F low'rs they fed before. 


Pope's hid 
As when ſome ample Swain his Cot forſakes, 


And-wide through Fens an unknown Jaurney takes, 
If chance a ſwelling Brook his Paſſage ſtay, 
And Foam impervious croſs the Wand'rer's Way, 
Confus'd he ſtops, a Length of Country paſt, 
Eyes the rough Waves, and tir'd returns at laſt, | 
Pesqpe i U 
From his firſt Fountain and beginning Ouze, 
Down to the Sea each Brook and Torrent flows: 


rk 


U Tn 


e Þ 
Pa 
rce 
ule 


Still other Waves ſupply the riſing Urns ; 
And th' eternal Flood 1 no Want of Water mourns. 


| Prior's Solon 
B UL I. 


xur. 


et 


ps, 
do 
ſee 


Two mighty Bulls for Sovereignty engage ; 


Vanquiſh'd far to Baniſhment removes, 
lonely Fields, and unfrequented Groves; 
re for a While with conſcious Shame he burns, 
tries on ev'ry Tree his ample Horns: 
| when his former Vigour ſtands confeſt, 
d larger Muſcles ſhake his angry Breaſt : 
h bitter Chance he ſeeks the Fight again, 
] drives his rival Bell'wing o'er the Plain. 
n unconcern'd the Subject Herd he leads, 
0 Ow the Maſter of the fruitful Meads. 
Rowe's Lucan 
where proud Sila's tow'ring Summits riſe, 
huge Taburnus heaves into the Skies; 
h frowning Fronts two mighty Bulls engage, 
Ireadful War the bell'wing Rivals wage: 
from the Scene the trembling Keepers fly, 
ck dumb with Terror ſtand the Heifers by; 
r know which Lord the ſubject Herds ſhall lead, 
d reign at large the Monarch of the Mead. 
'Virgil's reid. 
Through all his luſty Veins 
e Bull, deep ſearch'd, the raging Paſſion feels, 
Paſture ſick, and negligent of Food : 
rce ſcen he wades among the yellow Broom, 
ile o'er his ample Sides the rambling Sprays 
xuriant ſhoot ; or through the mazy Wood 
jetted wanders ; nor th' inticing Bel 
ps, tho' it preſſes on his careleſs Senſe. 
d oft, in jealous madd'ning Frenzy wrapp'd, 
ſeeks the Fight; and idly-butting feigns 
F 2 


_ Paetical Mihellay, BUL 99 s 
| 
| 


— 
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His Rival gor'd in every knotty Trunk. | 
Him ſhould he meet, the bellowing War begins ; 
Their Eyes flaſh Fury ; to the hollow'd Earth, 
Whence the Sand flies, they mutter bloody Deeds, 
And, groaning-deep, the impetuous Battle mix ; 
While the fair Heifer, balmy- breathing, near 
Stands, kindling up their Rage. Thomfon's Se 


— 


e, 
AR, lo! in Air yon hanging Rock behold, 
See Heaps on Heaps, on Ruins Ruins roll'd! 
See yon hnge Cavern yawning wide around, 
Where fill the ſhatter'd Mountain ſpreads the Group 0" 
That ſpacious Hold grim Cacus once 'poſſeſs'd, 
Tremendous Fiend ! half Human, half a Beaſt: at 
Deep, deep as Hell the diſmal Dungeon lay, 280 
Dark and impervious to the Beams of Day. © 
With copious Slaughter ſmoak'd the purple Floor, 
Pale Heads hung horrid on the lofty Door, ber 
Dreadful to view, and dropp'd with Crimſon Gore, eat 
The Fiend from Vulcan ſprung, and, like his Sire, | 
The mighty Monfter-breath'd a Storm of Fire: Id! 
So fierce he rag d, till Time at length beftow'd le] 
The Preſence, Aid, and Vengeance of a God. Pn ſe 
For now Alcides left the Realms of Spain, 9 
Proud of the Spoils of huge Geryon ſlain. 
To theſe fair Shores the bellowing Droves he led ; MW *© 
Along the Banks and flow'ry Vales they fed. den 
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e Fiend reſolves to bear the Prize away, 

Fraud or Force, and meditates the Prey. 

ur beauteous Heifers, four fair Bulls he took, 

los'd and lodg'd them in the gloomy Rock: 

t by their Tails the ſtruggling Prey he drew, 

d thought to puzzle the deluded View. 

be turning Tracks, inverted where they tread, 

ck from the Monſter's darkſome Cavern led. 

ean Time the mighty Drove the Hero leads 

> freſher Paſtures, and untrampled Meads. 

he panting Herds ſpread wide, and roar around; 

«ds, Woods, and Hills rebellow to the Sound. 

Then, lo! a Heifer heard her Love complain, 

d roar'd reſponſive from the Cave again: 

om Vault to Vault the ſounding Thunder flew, 

nd the detected Fraud appear'd in View. 

leides ſeiz'd his Arms, inflam'd with Ire, 

age in his Looks, and all his Soul on Fire. 

ierce in his Hands the pond'rous Club he ſhook, 

nd mad for Vengeance mounts.the Aerial Rock. 

hen firſt appall'd the Monſter we deſcry ; 

heath in his Cheek, and Horror in his Eye; 

wit as the Wind with Terror wing'd he fled, 

ind in the gloomy Cavern plung'd his Head. 

he pond'rous Rock impenetrably ſtrong, 

In ſolid Hinges by his Father hung 

o guard the dreadful Duugeon, down he drew; 

he ſhatter'd Chains and burſting Barriers flew. 

carce had the Fiend let down th enormous Weight, 

den fierce the God came thund'ring to the Gate. 
E 3 | He 


T, 
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He gnaſh'd his Teeth with Rage, the Paſſes try'a, WM 
And roll'd his eager Eyes on ev'ry Side. | 
Now here, now there, a fiery Glance he threw, 
And thrice impetuous round the Mountain flew : 
Thrice ſtrove to ſtorm the maſſy Gates in vain, 
And, thrice o'er-ſpent, ſat panting on the Plain. 
A pointed Rock behind the Cavern ſtood, 
That to the Left frown'd dreadful o'er the Flood ; 
Black, rough, and vaſt, a Pile of wond'rous Height; 
A ſolemn Haunt for ev'ry Bird of Night. 
This from the Right the God incumbent ſhook ; 
Fierce from the ſolid Baſe he heav'd the Rock! 
Then puſh d convulfive with a frightful Peal, 
The ſmoaking Steep rolls thund'ring down the Vale; 
To the loud Din Earth, Air, and Heaven reply; | 
The Banks ſtart wide, and back the Surges fly. 
Expos'd to Sight the Monſter's Dungeon lay ; 
And the huge Cave flew open to the Day. 
So, if the maſſy Bolts ſhould burſt the Ground, | 
And opening Earth diſcloſe the vaſt Profound, 
The ſolemn Secrets of the dark Abodes, 
Hell's dreadful Regions, dreadful ev'n to Gods; 
Full on the black Abyſs the Beams would play, 
And the pale Ghoſt ſtart at the Flaſh of Day: 
As pale, his Dungeon ſtorm'd, with wild Affright, 
Glares the dire Fiend, ſurpriz'd in open Light. 
He roars aloud, while, thund'ring from above, 
Full on the Foe the furious Hero drove, 
With ev'ry vengeful Inſtrument in View, 
Whole Trunks of Trees and broken Rocks he threv: 
15 = = N 
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ow round the Cavern, in Deſpair of Flight, +, 
n' enormous Monſter breathes a ſudden Night ; 
o blind or blaſt his mighty Foe expires 
hick Clouds of Smoak, and all his Father's Fires, 
Vith that the vengeful God in Fury grew, 
\nd headlong through the burning Tempeſt flew ; 
jerce on the Fiend through ſtifling Fumes he came, 
'krough Streams of Smoak, and Deluges of Flame. 
here, while in vain he breath'd the Fires around, 
His trembling Prize the great Alcides found, 
Limb lock'd in Limb ; from Earth his Feet he rends, 
And on the Ground his monſtrous Bulk extends; 
Strangled the ſtruggling Foe with matchleſs Might, 
And from their Caverns tore their Balls of Sight. 5 
[Thus the nuge Fiend, exhauſted, breathleſs, tir'd, 
Loud bell'wing, in the Herculean Graſp expir'd; 
The God then burſt the Gates, and open lie 
The Den's vaſt Depths all naked to the Sky ; 
The expanded Caves diſmiſs th* impriſon'd Prey, 
From the black darkſome Dungeon to the Day. 

Forth by the Feet the Crowds the Monſter drew 

On his huge Size they feaſt their eager View; 

His ſhaggy Limbs, his dreadful Eyes admire, 

And gaping e that breath'd infernal Fire. 

„ Pitt's Firgit. 
1 CALM: . 
pe Winds were huſh'd, the Billows ſcarcely curl'd, | 
And a dead Silence ſtill'd the wat'ry World. 
| Popos Odhiſe. 
„ — + Who 


M: 


Vale; 


woe 
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The duller Waves with flower Heavings creep, 
And.a . Calm benumbs the lazy Deep: 
© 7 Roxwe' 8 Lain : 
Now gan the Welkin clear to ſhine ſerene, 
And Phcebus potent in his Rays was ſeen ; 
The ſcattering Clouds diſclos'd the piercing Light, 
And hung the Firmament with fleecy White; 
The troublous Storm had ſpent his wrathful Store, 
And clatt'ring Rains were heard to ruſh no more. 
Again the Woods their leafy Honours raiſe, 
And Herds upon the riſing Mountains graze. da 
' Day's general Heat upon the Damps prevails, 
And ripens into Earth the ſlimy Vales. 
Bright glitt'ring Stars adorn Night's ſpangled Air, 
And ruddy . Skies foretel the Morning fair. 
. Rowwe's Lum pe. 
When the Seas rage, and loud the Ocean roars, 
| When foaming Billows laſh the ſounding Shores ; 
If he in Thunders bid the Waves ſubſide, 


The Waves obedient fink upon the Tide; - Deb 
A ſudden Peace controuls th' enfolded Deep, e ( 
And the ſtill Waters in ſoft Silence ſleep. | di 
Then Heav'n lets down a golden ſtreaming Ray, per 


And all the broad Expanſion flames with Day : 
In the clear Glaſs the Mariners deſcry 


A Sun inverted, and a downward Sky. Broome. d e 


As, when a gen'ral Darkneſs veils the Main, | 
(Soft Zephyrs curling the wide wat'ry Plain) ere 
The Waves ſcarce heave, the Face of Ocean ſleeps, 
And a deep Horror ſaddens all the Deeps. Pope's . 
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| We often ſee, again ſome Storm, 
ilence in the Heavens; the Rack ſtand fill, 
We bold Wind ſpeechleſs, and the Orb below 

huſh as Death. Shakeſpeare's Hamlet. 


Grate of CALYPSO. 


rge was the Grot, in which the Nymph he found, 
he fair-hair'd Nymph with ev'ry Beauty crown'd). * 

- fat and ſung ; the Rocks reſound her Lays : 

e Cave was brighten'd with a riſing Blaze: 

dar and Frankincenſe, an od'rous Pile, 

m'd on the Hearth, and wide perfum'd the Iſle ;: 
ile ſhe with Work and Song the Time divides,. 

d through the Loom the golden Shuttle glides. 

thout the Grot a various Sylvan Scene 

pear'd around, and Groves of living Green: 

lars and Alders ever quiv'ring play'd, 

d nodding Cypreſs form'd a fragrant Shade; 
whoſe high Branches, waving with the Storm, 
e Birds of broadeſt Wing their Manſion form, 

e Chough, the Sea Mew, the loquacious Crow, 

d ſcream aloft, and ſkim the Deeps below. 

pending Vines the ſhelving Cavern ſereen, 

th purple Clufters bluſhing through the green. 

ir limpid Fountains from the Clefts diſtil, 8 2 


t. 


wah 


d ev'ry Fountain pours a ſev'ral Rill : 

azy Windings wand'ring down the Hill, 

cre bloomy Meads with virid Greens were crown'd,. 
glowing Violets throw Odours round; 
Fs | AScene, 


| 
| 
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A God might gaze with Wonder and Delight. 


Through the ſmall Circle of a Convex Glaſs: 


The Foreſt waves, Clouds float along the Skies, 


: Oft while th* unthinking World is left in Sleep, 


In Fancy's View bids endleſs Horror move, 


A Scene, where if a God ſhould caſt his Sight, 


Pope s O | 


CAMERA OBSCURA. 
Thus have I ſeen Woods, Hills, and Dales appe, 
Flocks graze the Plains, Birds wing the filent Air, 
In darken'd Rooms, where Light can only paſs 


On the white Sheet the moving Figures riſe, 


My ſable Genius tempts me to the Steep ; 


A barren Fortune, and a hopeleſs Love. Black 
The Day returns; but, al returning Day, 
When every Care but mine admits. Allay,. 

On. thoſe ſad Eyes its Glory darts in vain 5 - 
Tts Light reſtor'd reſtores my Soul to Pain. Black 
A thouſand Cares his lab'ring Breaſt revolves ; ri 


Inly he groans, while Glory and Defpain dtret 

Divide his Heart, and raiſe- a doubtful War: lis 
| Pope's 

CASCADE” —_ 


call to the ſhelving Brink a copious Flood Vhet 


Rolls fair and placid ; where collected all — 
In one impetuous Torrent, down the Steep be | 
It thund'ring ſhoots, and ſhakes the Country rout 1th 
At fir an azure Sheet it ruſhes broad; be | 
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hen, whitening by Degrees, as prone it falls, _ 
nd, from the loud reſounding Rocks below, 
91'd in a Cloud of Foam, it ſends aloft 
os hoary Miſt, and forms a ceaſeleſs Show'r. 
lor ev'n the tortur'd Wave here finds. Repoſe ; 
ut, raging ſtill amid the ſhaggy Rocks, 
ow flaſhes o'er the ſcatter d Fragments, now. 
Aſlant the hollow'd Channel rapid darts; | 
and, falling faſt from gradual Slope to Slope, 
With wild infrated Courſe, and lefſen'd Roar, 
t gains a ſafer Bed, and ſteals at laſt, 
long, the. Mazes of the quiet Vale. 
 _ Thomfon's. *, 


ies. 


z 


CENSURE. 
loſe my Patience, and I own it too, 
hen Works are cenſur'd, not as bad, but new: 
Vhile, if our Elders break all Reaſon's Laws, 
Theſe Fools demand not Pardon, but Applauſe, | 

280 Pope s Horaces. 

CERBERUS. 
\rriv'd, they firſt grim Cerberus ſurvey, 
tretch'd on his Den th' enormous Monſter lay : 
lis three wide Mouths with many a dreadful Yell, 


AT 


ow 0'er his Neck the ſtarting Serpents roſe, 
Vhen to the Fiend the Dame a Morſel throws; 
Honey and Drugs and Poppy Juices ſteep 
he temper'd Maſs, with all the Powers of Sleep; 
ith three huge gaping Mouths impatient flies 
be growling Savage, 5 the Prize. 


Then 


and long loud Bell'wings, ſhook the Realms of Hell. 5 
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Then, by the Charm ſubdu'd, he flunk away, 
And, firetch'd o'er all the —_ the ſlumb' ring Mc | 

lay. Pitt's vin 
1 CHAOS. £ 

Then Chaos hoar ſhall ſeize his former Right, 

And reign with Anarchy and eldeſt Night; 
The ſtarry Lamps ſhall combat in the Sky, 

And loſt and blended in each other die; 

Quench'd in the Deep the heav'nly Fires ſhall fall, 

And Ocean caſt abroad, o'erſpread the Ball: 

The Moon no more her well-known Courſe ſhall run, 
But riſe from Weſtern Waves, and meet the Sun : : 
Ungovern'd ſhall ſhe quit her ancient Way ; 
Herſelf ambitious to ſupply the Day : 

Confuſion wild ſhall all around be hurl'd, 

And Diſcord and Diſorder tear the World. 

| Nous Lucan, 

And now the Goddeſs with her erty 

Where ſcarce one chearful Glimpſe their Steps befriend 

Here his forſaken Seat old Chaos keeps, | | 

And undiſturb d by Form in Silence ſleeps. 

A griſly Wight, and hideous to the Eye 

An aukward Lump of ſhapeleſs Anarchy: 

With ſordid Age his Features are defac'd ; 

His Lands unpeopl'd, and his Country waſte. 

Upon a Couch of Jet in theſe Abodes, 

Dull Night, his melancholy Conſort, nods 5. 

No Ways and Means their Cabinet employ, 

But their dark Hours they waſte in barren Joy. 


Garth's Diſpen/a'y 
Before 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. CHA 109 
re their Eyes in ſudden View appear f 
Secrets of the hoary Deep; a dark | 
nitable Ocean, without Bound, 
hout Dimenſion ; where Length, Breadth, and Height, 
Time and Place are loſt ; where eldeſt Night 
| Chaos, Anceſtors of Nature, hold 
ral Anarchy, amidſt the Noiſe obs 
endleſs Wars, and by Compulſion ſtand : 
Hot, Cold, Moiſt, and Dry, four Champions fierce, 
e here for Maſtery, and to Battle bring 
ir Embryon Atoms : they around the Flag 
each his Faction, in their ſeveral Clans, 
ht-arm'd or heavy, ſharp, ſmooth, ſwift, or flow, 
um populous : unnumber'd as the Sands 
Barca, or Cyrene's torrid Soil ; : 
y'd to Side with warring Winds, and poiſe 
ir lighter Wings. To whom theſe moſt adhere. 
rules a Moment: Chaos Umpire fits, - 
| by Decifion more embroils the Fray 
which he reigns ; next him, high Arbiter, *- 
nce governs all. Milton's Paradiſe Loft. 
CHARIOT of the Sm. © 
length to the Vulcanian Chariot leads, 
olden Axle did the Work uphold : 
d was the Beam, the Wheels were orb'd with Gold-. 
Spokes in Rows of Silver pleas'd the Sight, ) 
Seat with party-colour'd Gems was bright ; 4 
llo ſhin'd amidſt the Glare of Light. 
.. Addiſon's Ovid, 


CHARITY. 
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CHARITY: 5. ; 

Graſp the whole Worlds of Reaſon, Life, and Se 
In one cloſe Syſtem of Benevolence: 

_ Happier, as kinder, in whate er Degree, 

And Height of Bliſs but Height of Charity. 

Pope's Eſſay on 

Charity decent, modeſt, eaſy, kind, | 

Soſtens the high, and rears the abject Mind; 

Knows with juſt Reins and gentle Hand to guide 

| Betwixt vile Shame and arbitrary Pride. 

Not ſoon provok'd, ſhe eafily forgives ; | 

And much ſhe ſuffers, as ſhe much believes ; 

| Soft Peace ſhe brings wherever ſhe arrives, 

She builds our Quiet, as ſhe forms our Lives ; 
Lays the rough Paths of peeviſh Nature even, 
And opens in each Heart a little Heaven. 

Bach other Gift, which God on Man beſtows, 
His proper Bound and due Reſtriction knows; 
To one fix'd Purpoſe dedicates its Pow'r, 
And, finiſhing its Act, exiſts no more. 
Fhus, in Obedience to what Heaven decrees, 
Knowledge ſhall fail, and Prophecy ſhall ceaſe : 
But laſting Charity's more ample Sway, 

Nor bound by Time, nor ſubject to Decay, 
In happy Triumph ſhall for ever live, | 
And endleſs Good diffuſe, and endleſs Praiſe recti 


% 
CHARON. 


Now they proceed ; but ſoon the Pilot ſpy'd 
| The Strangers from the Wood approach the Tide, 
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ben to the God-like Chief in Wrath he ſaid, 

-rtal ! whoe'er thou art, in Arms array d, 

and off ; approach not ;. but at Diſtance ſay, 

hy to theſe Waters doſt thou bend thy Way ? 

heſe are the Realms of Sleep, the dreadful Coaſts. 
f ſable Night, and Airy gliding Ghoſts. 

oliving Mortals o'er the Stream I lead 5 

ur Bark is only ſacred to the Dead. 

now, I repent I led Pirithous oer, 

ith mighty Theſeus, to the farther Shore; 

hat great Alcides paſs'd the Stygian Floods ; 

ho' theſe were Heroes, and the Sons of Gods. 

zom Pluto's Throne this dragg'd in Chains away 

ell's triple Porter, trembling, to the Day. 

hoſe from his lofty Dome aſpir'd to lead 

he beauteous Partner of his Royal Bed. | 

o whom the ſacred Dame How vain thy Fear L 

heſe Arms intend no Violence or War. 

lay the huge Dog, through all the Stygian Coaſts, 

doar from his Den, and ſcare the flying Ghoſts ; 

/ntouch'd, and chaſte, Perſephone may dwell, 

nd with grim Pluto ſhare the Throne of Hell; 

he Trojan Prince, Eneas, far around 

or Valour, Arms, and Piety renown'd, - 

Through theſe Infernal Realms deerees to go, 

nd meet his Father in the Shades below. _ 

ro bend thy Mind, if ſuch high Virtue fail, 

leaſt this glorious Preſent muſt prevail : | 

Ihen ſhew'd the Bough that lay beneath her Veſt: I. 

it once his riſing Wrath was hath d to Reſt: 


1 - 


e 
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At once ſtood reconcil'd the ruthleſs God,. 
And bow'd with Rev'rence to the Golden Rod: 
Bow'd, and refus'd his Office now no more, 
But turns the ſable Veſſel to the Shore; 
Drives from the Deck the flitting Airy Train ; 
Then in the Bark receiv'd_ the mighty Man. 
The feeble Veſſel groans beneath the Load, dil 
And drinks at many a Leak th' infernal Flood. 

The Dame and Prince at once are wafted oe'r, 
Safe to the _ Strand and oo Shore. 

Virgil's 
Upon the 1 Banks of Acheron, 
Whoſe troubled Eddies, thick with Ooze and Clay, 

Are whirl'd aloft, and in Cocytus loſt, 

Old Charon ſtands, who rules the dreary Coaſt; ice 

A ſordid God ! down from his hoary Chin | tf 

A Length of Beard deſcends, uncomb'd, unclean; 

His Eyes like hollow Furnaces on Fire; 

A Girdle foul with Greaſe binds his obſcene Attire: 

He ſpreads his Canvaſs, with his Pole he ſteers; 

The Freight of flitting Ghoſts in his thin Bottom be 

He look'd in Years, yet in his Years were ſeen 

A youthful n and Autumnal Green. 

| D ryden' 5 Jin m 
C H OIC E. | 

If Heav'n the grateful Liberty would give, 

That I might chuſe my Method how to live; 

And all thoſe Hours propitious Fate ſhould lend, 

In bliſsful. Eaſe and Paglacion ſ . 4 
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ome fair Town I'd have a private Seat, I 
uniform, not little, nor too great ; 

r if on a riſing Ground it ſtood, 

his Side Fields, on that a neighb'ring Wood: 
Lould within no other Things contain, 

hat were uſeful, neceſſary, plain. 

kinks 'tis nauſeous, and I'd ne'er endure 
needleſs Pomp of gaudy Furniture, 

tle Garden, grateful to the Eye, 

a cool Rivulet run murm'ring by ; 

vhoſe delicious Banks a lately Row 

ady Limes and Sycamores ſhould grow z 

End of which a filent Study plac'd, 

11d be with all the nobleſt Authors grac'd ; 

ce and Virgil, in whoſe mighty Lines 

ortal Wit and ſolid Learning ſhines ; 

> Juvenal, and amorous Ovid too, 

all the Turns of Love's ſoft Paſſion knew : 

hat with Judgment yeads his charming Lines, 
hich ſtrong Art with ſtronger Nature joins ; 
grant his Fancy does the beſt excel, 

houghts ſo tender, and expreſs'd ſo well : 

all thoſe Moderns, Men of ſteady Senſe, 

m'd for Learning, and for Eloquence. 

me of theſe, as Fancy ſhould adviſe, 

lways take my Morning Exerciſe ; 

lure no Minutes bring us more Content 

i thoſe in pleaſing uſeful Studies ſpent: 

ave a clear and competent Eſtate, | 
[ might live genteely, but not great; 
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As much as I could moderately ſpend ; | 

A little more ſometimes to blige a Friend; 

Nor ſhould the Sons of Poverty repine | 

Too much at Fortune, they ſhould tafte of mine; 

And all that Objects of true Pity were, 

Should be reliev'd with what my Wants could f 

For what our Maker has too largely giv'n, 

Should be return'd in Gratitude to Heav'n. 

A frugal Plenty ſhould my Table ſpread, 

With healthy, not luxurious Diſhes, fed; 

Erough to ſatisfy, and ſomething more, 

To feed the Stranger, and the neighb'ring Poor: 

Strong Meat indulges Vice, and pamp'ring Food 

Creates Diſeaſes, and inflames the Blood. 

But what's ſufficient to make Nature ftrong, 

And the bright Lamp of Life continue long, 

I'd freely take, and, as I did poſſeſs, 

The bounteous Author of my Plenty bleſs. 

I'd have a little Vault, but always ſtor d 

With the beſt Wines each Vintage could afford: 

Wine whets the Wit, improves its native Force, 

And gives a pleaſant Flavour to Diſcourſe ; 

By making all our Spirits debonair, 

'Throws off the Lees and Sediments of Care : 

But as the greateſt Bleſſing Heaven lends, boi 

May be debauch'd, and ſerve ignoble Ends ; 

So but too oft the Grape's refreſhing Juice 

Does many miſchievous Effects produce: 

My Houſe ſhould no ſuch rude Diſorders know, 

As from high Drinking conſequently flow : 
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would I uſe what was ſo kindly giv'n, 
he Diſhonour of indulgent Heav'n. 


| with Reſpect, and not uneaſy be, 

y Retreat, or to himſelf, or me. 

at Freedom, Prudence, and right Reaſon gire, 
Men may with Impunity receive. 

the leaſt Swerving from their Rule's too much; 
what's forbidden us 'tis Death to touch. 

hat Life may be more comfortable yet, 

| all my Joys refin'd, ſincere, and great; 
chuſe two Friends, whoſe Company would be 
reat Advance to my Felicity : | 

Il. born, of Humour ſuited to my own; 

reet, and Men as well as Books have known. 
e, generous, witty, and exactly free. 

m looſe Behaviour, or Formality ; 

y ard prudent,” merry, but not light; 

ck in diſcerning, and in judging right: 

ret they ſhould be, faithful to their Truſt ; 
Reas'ning cool, ſtrong, temperate, and juſt : 
liging, open, without Huffing brave, 

K in gay Talking, and in ſober grave. 

le in Diſpute, but not tenacious, try d 

{ord Reaſon, and let that decide. 

prone to Luſt, Revenge, cr envious Hate, 

r buſy Meddlers with Intrigues of State. 

ngers to Slander, and ſworn Foes to Spight, | 
 quarrelſome, but ſtout enough to fight. 


ce, 


jo, 


Loyal 


ny Neighbour came, he ſhould be free, | | 


(For who would ſo much Satisfaction loſe, 


4 


—— 
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Loyal and pious, Friends to Cæſar true, 
As dying Martyrs to their Maker too. 
In their Society I could not miſs - 
A permanent, ſincere, ſubſtantial Bliſs. 
Would bounteous Heav'n once more indulge, Tdi 


As witty Nymphs in Converſation give ?) 
Near ſome obliging modeſt Fair to live. 
For there's that Sweetneſs in a Female Mind, 
Waich in a Man we cannot hope to find, 
That by a ſecret, but a pow'rful Art, 
Winds up the Springs of Life, and does impart 
| Freſh vital Heat to the tranſported Heart. 
I d have her reaſonable, her Paſſions ſway ; 
Eaſy in Company, and in private gay : 
Coy to a Fop, to the Deſerving free, 
Still conſtant to herſelf, and juſt to me. 
A Soul ſhe ſhould have for great Actions fit, 
Prudence and Wiſdom to direct her Wit; 
Courage to look bold Danger in the Face, 
Nor fear but only to be proud or baſe. 
Quick to adviſe by an Emergence preſt, 
To give good Counſel, or to take the beſt. 
I'd have th' Expreſſion of her Thoughts be ſuch, 
She might not ſeem reſerv'd, or talk too much. 
That ſhews a Want of Judgment and of Senſe ; 
More than enough is but .Impertinence. 
Her Conduct regular, her Mirth refin'd, 
Civil to Strangers, to her Neighbours kind, 


tO Vanity, Revenge, and Pride; nA 

the Methods of Deceit untry'd. 

thful to her Friend, and good to all, 

enſure might upon her Actions fall. 

would ev'n Envy be compelF'd to fay, 

oes the leaſt of Womenkind aſtray. 

\ this fair Creature I'd ſometimes retire ; 
onverſation would new Joys inſpire ; 

Life an Edge ſo keen, no ſurly Care ! 


dd 


d venture to aſſault my Soul, or dare 

my Retreat to hide one ſecret Snare, 

o divine, ſo noble a Repaſt, 
dom, and with Moderation, taſte : 

higheſt Cordials all their Virtue loſe, 

too frequent and too bold an Uſe: 

what would chear the Spirits in Diſtreſa, 

s our Health, when taken to Exceſs, 

de concern'd in no litigious Jar; 

vd by all, not vainly popular. 

ite er Aſſiſtance I had Pow'r to bring, 

blige my Country, or to ſerve my King, 

ne er they call'd, I'd readily afford * 
Tongue, my Pen, my Counſel, and my Sword. 
-Suits I'd ſhun with as much ſtadious Care, 
would Dens where hungry Lions are; 
rather put up Injuries, than be 

2gue to him, who'd be a Plague to me: 

lue Quiet at a Price too great, 

give for my Revenge ſo dear a Rate; 
what do we by all our Buſtle gain. We 
counterfeit Delight for real Pain ? DE 


ch, 


p 
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If Heav'n a Date of many Years would give, 
Thus I'd in Pleaſure, Eaſe, and Plenty live; 
And, as I near approach'd the Verge of Life, 
Some kind Relation (for I'd have no Wife) 
Should take upon him all my Worldly Care, 
While I did for a better State prepare. 
Then I'd not be with any Trouble vex'd, 
Nor have the Ev'ning of my Day perplex d: 
But by a filent and a peaceful Death, 
Without a Sigh, reſign my aged Breath; 
And, when committed to the Duſt, I'd have 
Few Tears, but friendly, drop into my Grave, 
Then would my Exit ſo propitious be, 
All Men would wiſh to — and Wo lke me. 
| Pax 


- CIRCE.' . 
When at the Cloſe of Night ſoft Brecues riſe, cl 
The Moon in milder Glories mounts the Skies ; Wh 
Safe in her friendly Light the Navy glides, n. 


The filver Splendors trembling o'er the Tides, . 
Now by rich Circe's Coaſt they bend their Way; 
(Circe's fair Daughter of the God of Day ;)- 

A dangerous Shore the ecchoing Foreſt rung, 
While at the Loom the beauteous Goddeſs ſung. 
Bright, Cedar Brands ſupply her Father's Rays, 
Perfume the Dome, and round the Palace blaze. 
Here Wolves with Howling ſcare the Naval Train, 
And Lions roar reluQant to the Chain. 
Here growling Bears and Swine their Ears affright, 
And break the ſolema Silence of the Night. 
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once were Men; but Circe's Charms confine | 
al Shapes the Human Forms Divine, 

ptune, to ſecure the pious Hoſt 
heſe dire Monſters, this inchanted Coaſt, 

dly Breeze to .ey'ry Sail ſupplies ; | | 

er the Deep the rapid Navy flies. Pitt's Virgil. . 


CITY Shower. 

| Obſervers may foretel the Hour, 

e Prognoſties) when to dread a Shower; 
Rain depends, the penſive Cat gives o'er 
rolics, and purſues her Tail no more. 

ing Home at Night, you'll find the Sink 
your offended Senſe with double Stink. 
be wiſe, then go not far to dine, | 
ſpend in Coach-Hire more than ſave in Wine. 
ing Show'r your ſhooting Corns preſage ; 

ches will throb, your hollow Tooth will rage. 
ring in Coffee-Houſe is Dulman ſeen ; 

mns the Climate, and complains of Spleen. 
while the South, riſing with dabbled Wings, 
e Cloud athwart the Welkin flings ; | 
ſwill'd more Liquor than it could contain, 
like a Drunkard, gives it up again. 
duſan whips her Linen from the Rope, 

the firſt drizzling Show'r is borne aſlope. 
1s that Sprinkling which ſome careleſs Quean 
on you from her Mop, but not ſo clean. 
ly, invoke the Gods; then, turning, ſtop 
ul; Ne, ſinging, ſtill whirls on her Mop. 


Not 
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Not yet the Duſt had ſhunn'd th' unequal Strife, | 
But, aided by the Wind, fought ſtill for Life ; 
And wafted with its Foe by violent Gaſt; 
"Twas doubtful which was Rain, and which wa 
© Ah! where muſt needy Poet ſeek for Aid; 
When Duſt and Rain at once his Coat invade; \ 
His only Coat, where Duſt, confus'd with Rain, 
Roughen the Nap, and leave a mingled Stain? 
Now in contiguous Drops the Flood comes down! 
'Threat'ning with Deluge this devoted Town. 
To Shops in Crowds the draggled Females fly; | 
Pretend to cheapen Goods, but nothing buy. 
The Templer ſpruce, while ev'ry Spout's abroad, 
Stays till 'tis fair, yet ſeems to call a Coach. 
The tuck'd-up Sempſtreſs walks with haſty Stride, 
| While Streams run down her oil'd Umbrella's Sia 
Here various Kinds, by various Fortunes led, 
Commence Acquaintance underneath. a Shed. 
Triumphant Tories and deſponding Whigs 
Forget their Fewds, and join to ſave their Wigs, 
Box'd in a Chair the Beau impatient fits, 
While Spouts run clatt'ring o'er the Roof by Fits 
And ever and anon, with frightful Din, | 
The Leather ſounds ; he trembles from within. 
So when Troy Chairmen bore the Wooden Steed, 
Pregnant with Greeks impatient to be freed, 
(Thoſe Bully Greeks, who, as the Moderns do, 
Inſtead of paying Chairmen, run them through). 
Laoco'n ftruck the Outſide with his Spear, 
And each impriſon'd Hero quak'd for Fear. 


* 
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from all Parts the ſwelling Channels flow, 
bear their Trophies with them, as they go: 
of all Stews and Odours ſeem to tell | 
Street they ſail'd from, by their Sight and Smell. 
„as each Torrent drives, with rapid Force, | 
Smithfield or Sepulchre's ſhape their Courſe ; 
in huge Confluence join'd at Snow Hill- Ridge, 
rom the Conduit prone to Holborn-Bridge. 
pings from Butchers . Dan. Guts and}. 
Blood, - | 
n'd Puppies, Kinking Spe, all drench'd in 4 


Mud; 

Cats, and Turnip Tops, come condiing tor 

the Flood. © 441 275 Swift. 
CLOWN. 8 

"wriſh Mein, a Voice with ruſtic Sound, 

ſupid Eyes, that ever lov'd the Ground; 

ruling Rod, the Father's forming Care, 

 exercis'd in vain on Wit's Deſpair ; 

more inform'd, the leſs he underſtood, 

deeper ſunk by flound* ring in the Mud: 

Corn and Cattie were his only Care; 

bis ſupreme Delight a Country Fair. 

p:rter ſtaff, which he could ne er forſake, 

g half before, and half behind his Back. 

rude” d along, unknowing what he ſought, 

whiſtled, as he went, for Wait of Pom. 
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| SG 444i; 
Now Chanticleer more loud began to fing 
Stretch d his long Neck, and clapp'd his wy W 
Till to his Voice the little Roofs rebound,. 
And the Clock anſwer d with a ſolemn Sound. 
Within this Homeſteed liv'd without a Peer, 
For Crowing loud, the noble Chanticleer ; 
So bright the Cock, whoſe Singing did rp 
The merry Notes of Organs at the Maſs : 
More certain was the Crowing of this Cock 
To number Hours, than any Abbey Clock; 
And, ſooner than the Mattin Bell was rung, 
He clapp'd his Wings upon his Rooſt, and ſung. 
High was his Comb, and Coral-red withal, 
In Dents imbattled like a Caſtle Wall: 
His Bill was Raven- black, and ſhonę like Jet; 
Blue were his Legs, and orient were his Feet; 
White were his Nails, like Silver to behold ; 
His Body glitt'ring like the burniſh'd Gold. 
This gentle Cock, for Solace of his Life, 
Six Miſſes had, beſides his lawful Wife: 
But tho' he did to all his Love impart; 
Dame Partlet was the Miſtreſs of his Heart ; 
-Ardent in Love, outrageous in his Play, 
He feather'd her a hundred Times a Day ; 
And ſhe that was not only paſling fair, 
But was withal diſcreet and debonair, 
Reſolv'd the paſſive Doctrine to fulfil, 
Tho' loth, and let him work his wicked Will: 


* 
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| Board and Bed was affable and kind, . 
J ording as the Marriage Vow did bind, 8 g 
| Wl 2s the Church's Precepts had enjoin d. 


this her Huſband's Heart ſhe did obtain ; - 

at cannot Beauty, join'd with Virtue, gain ? 

was his only Joy, and he her Pride ; | 

| when he walk'd, went pecking by his Side. - 
ſpurning up the Ground, he ſprung a Corn, 
e Tribute in his Bill to her was borne. - 

, oh! what Joy it was to hear him fing, 
Summer, when the Day began to ſpring ? 

etching his Neck, and warbling in his Throat ; 

lus cum ſola was his only Note. 
 Dryden's Chaucer's Cock and Fox. 


COMEDY. 


me doubt if equal Pains or equal Fire 

de bumbler Muſe of Comedy require: 

t in known Images of Life I gueſs 

Wc Labour greater, as th' Indulgence leſs. 

ierve how ſeldom ev'n the beſt ſucceed: 

l me, if Congreve's Fools are Fools indeed? 

hat pert, low Dialague has Farqu'ar writ ! 

dw Van wants Grace, who never wanted Wit! 
Stage how looſly does Aſtrea tread, 

ho fairly puts all Characters to Bed! 

d idle Cibber, how he breaks the Laws, 

b make poor Pinkey act with vaſt Applauſe! _. 
| Pope's Imitation of Horace. 
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COMET. : | 
Thus terribly in Air the Comets roll, 
And ſhoot malignant Gleams from Pole to Pole; 
"Tween Worlds and Worlds they move, and from 
Hair 
Shake the blue a the Peſtilence, 5 War. 
Brau 
| Know'ſt thou why Comets threaten i in the Air, 
| Heralds of Woe, Deſtruction, and Deſpair, - 
The Plague, the Sword, and all the Forms of War! 
As the red Comet, by Saturnius ſent, 
To fright the Nations with a dire Portent ; 
(A fatal Sign to Armies on the Plain, 
Or trembling Sailors on the Wint'ry Main ; ;) 
With ſweeping Glories glides along in Air, 
And ſhakes the * from his blazing Hair. 
Pope's Ila 
Thus Abr ning Comets, when by Night they riſe, 
Shoot ſanguine Streams, and ſadden all the Skies. 
.  Dryamn's Vini 
He, like a Comet, burn'd, | 
That fires the Length of Ophiucus huge, 
In th' Arctic Sky ; and from his horrid Hair 
Shakes Peſtilence and War. Milton's Paradiſe L 


Haſt thou ne'er ſeen the Comet's flaming Flight! 
'Th' illuſtrious Stranger paſſing, Terror ſheds 
On gazing Nations, from his fiery Train 
Of Length enormous ; takes his ample Round 
Through Depths of Ather ; coaſts unnumber'd World 
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more than ſolar Glory ; doubles wide 

„ na's mighty Cape, and then reviſits Earth, 

80 om the long Travel of a thouſand Years. 


on ig Young's Night Thoughts. 
id, as he ſinks below the ſhading Earth, 


r. i awful Train projected o'er the Heavens, 
B Guilty tremble. But (above | 
bsc ſuperſtitious Horrors that enſlave 
he fond ſequacious Herd to myſtic Faith, | 
r! blind Amazement prone) th' enlighten'd few, 
Ir hoſe Godlike Minds Philoſophy exalts, | 
ee glorious Stranger hail ; they feel a Joy 
;vinely great, they in their Power exult 4 
hat wond tous Force of Thought, which ARG: 
ſpurns 
his duſky Spot, and abies all the Sky 3. 
hile from his far Excurſion through the Wilds 
A barren Ather, faithful to his Time, 
ſc, bey ſee the blazing Wonder riſe anew, 
: n ſeeming Terror clad, but kindly bent 
„ work the Will of all- ſuſtaining Love; 
rom his huge vap'ry Train perhaps to ſhake 
&eviving Moiſture on the numerous Orbs, 
hrough which his long Ellipſis winds ; perhaps 
s lend new Fuel to declining Suns, 
0 42885 up Worlds, and feed th' eternal Fire. 
£ Thomſon's Seaſons. 
co M PETENCE. 
A Competence i is vital to Content ; 


Much Wealth is Corpulence, if not Diſeaſe; 
G 3 Sick 


nd 


— 
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Sick or incumber'd is our Happineſs. 

A Competence is all we can enjoy. 

Oh ! be content, where Heav'n can give no more! 
More, like a Flaſh of Water from a Lock, 
Quickens our Spirit's Movement for an Hour; 
But ſoon its Force is ſpent, nor riſe our Joys 


Above our native Temper's common Stream. 


Hence Diſappointment lurks in ev'ry Prize, 

As Bees in Flow'rs, and ſtings us with Succeſs. 
Young's Night Thought... 

e ON SCIENCE. | 

O O treach'rous Conſcience ! while ſhe ſeems to ſleep 

On Roſe and Myrtle, lull'd with Syren Song: 

While ſhe ſeems nodding o'er her Charge, to drop 

On headlong Appetite the ſlacken'd Rein, | 

And give us up to Licence unrecall'd, 

Unmark'd : See, from behind her ſecret Stand, 

The ſly Informer minutes every Fault, 

And her dread Diary with Horror fills. 

Not the groſs Act alone employs her Pen; 

She reconnoitres Fancy's airy Band, 

A watchful Foe ! the formidable Spy 73 

Liſt'ning o'erhears the Whiſpers of our Camp ; 

Dur dawning Purpoſes of Heart explores, 

And ſteals our Embryo's of Iniquity. 

As all rapacious Uſurers conceal 

Their Doomſday Book from all- conſuming Heirs; 

Thus, with Indulgence moſt ſevere, ſhe treats 

The Spendthrifts of ineſtimable Time; 

Unnoted, notes each Moment miſapply'd, 
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Leaves more durable than Leaves of Braſs ; 
tes our whole Hiſtory, which Death ſhall read 
ev'ry pale Delinquent's private Ear, 
4 judgment publiſh ; publiſh to more Worlds 
an this, and endleſs Age in Groans reſound. 
Young's Night Thoughts. - 
CONTEMPLATION. 
Then is the Time | 
rr thoſe whom Wiſdom and whom Nature charm, 
) ſteal themſelves from the degenerate Crowd, 
nd ſoar above this little Scene of Things ; z - 
o tread low-thoughted Vice beneath their Feet ; 
o ſooth the throbbing Paſſions into Peace; 


nd wooe lone Quiet in her filent Walks. | 
| | Thamſon's Seaſent. 


| CO N TENT, 
ontent and Bliſs differ but juſt in Name ; 
like their Natures, and their End the ſame : 
aft bound together in eternal Chains 
This as the End, the other as the Means, 
Will ne'er divide; but who enjoy the one, 
Muſt find the other, e're the ſetting Sun. 
| TIF 8 Mrs. Leapor. 
Content is Wealth, the Riches of the Mind; 
And happy he who can that Treaſure find ! | 
But the bare Miſer ſtarves amidſt his Store, a 
Broods on his Gold, and, griping ſtill at more, 5 
Sits ſadly pining, and believes he's poor. 
on. 's Wife of Bath. 


0 4 Content 
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Content alone can all their Wrongs redreſs; 
Content, that other Name for Happineſs; 
"Tis equal if our Fortunes ſhould augment, 
And ſtretch themſelves to the ſame vaſt Extent. 
With our Deſires; or thoſe Deſires abate, 
Shrink, and contract themſelves to fit our State. 
Th' unhappy Man, Slave to his wild Defire, 
By feeding it, foments the raging Fire : 

His Gains augment his unextinguiſh'd Thirſt ; 
With Plenty poor, and with Abundance curſt, 
Some Diſcontent that quarrels with our Fate, 
May give freſh Smart, but not the old abate : 
Th' uneaſy Paſſions difingenuous Wit | 
The Ill reveals, but hides the Benefit. Blacknm 


CORRUPTION. 


At length Corruption, like a gen'ral Flood, 

So long by watchful Miniſters withſtood, 
Shall deluge all; and Av'rice, cree ping on, 
Spread like a low-born Miſt, and blat the Sun. 
Stateſman and Patriot ply alike the Stocks, - 
Peereſs and Butler ſhare alike the Box: 
And Judges. job, and Biſhops bite the Town, 

And mighty Dukes pack Cards for Half- a- crown. 
See Britain ſunk in L.ucre's ſordid Charms, 
And France reveng'd of Anne's and Edward's Arms, 
Pope's Moral Eſchi. 


COUNTRY. 


Not all the Sights your boaſted Garden yields, 
Are half ſo lovely as my Father's Fields, 


Where 
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ere large Increaſe has bleſs'd the fruitful Plain, 
ve with Joy behold the ſwelling Grain; 
zoſe heavy Ears, towards the Earth reclin'd, 
e, nod, and tremble to the whiſking Wind. 
Wo | | Mrs. Leapor. 
| ſee the Country, far diffus'd around, 
boundleſs Bluſh, one white impurpled Shower 
mingled Bloſſoms ; where the raptur'd Eye 
ries from Joy to Joy. T homſon's Seaſons. 
COUNTRY Life. 
Guardian, bear me on thy downy Wing 
ſome cool Shade, where Infant Flowers ſpring ; 
ere on the Trees ſweet Honeyſuckles blow, | 
| ruddy Daizies paint the Ground below : 
re the ſhrill Linnet charms the ſolemn Shade, 
Zephyrs pant along the cooler Glade, 
ake the Bull-Ruſh by a River-Side, 
le the gay Sun-beams ſparkle on the Tide: 
for ſome Grot, whoſe Ruſtic Sides declare 
, and not Splendor, was the Builder's Care ; 
re Roſes feed their unaffected Charms, 
the curl'd Vine extends her claſping Arms : 
re happy Silence lulls the quiet Soul, 
makes it calm as Sommer Water roll. 
let me learn to check each growing IIl, 
bring to Reaſon diſobedient Will; 
atch this incoherent Breaſt, and find 
t fav'rite Paſſions rule the giddy Mind. 
no Reproaches grate the wounded Ear; 
e delighted, and tranſported hear: 
e 


And gracious Heaven give Repoſe to me. 


No Palace with a lofty Gate he wants, | 
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While the glad Warblers wanton round the Trees, 
And the ſtill Waters catch the dying Breeze. 
Grief waits without, and melancholy Gloom ; 
Come, chearful Hope, and fill the vacant Room; 
Come, ev'ry Thought, which Virtue gave to pleaſe; 
Come, ſmiling Health! with thy Companion, Eat 
Let theſe, and all that Virtue's ſelf attends, 
Bleſs the ſtill Hours of my gentle Friends. 
Peace to my Foes, if any ſuch there be, 


| Mrs. Lig 
Ah, Prince ! had'ſt thou but known the Joys u 
dwell | 
With humble Fortunes, thou would' t curls thy Re 
Had Fate allotted us ſome obſcure Village, 
Where, with Life's Neceſſaries bleſs'd alone, 
We might have paſs'd in Peace our happy Days, 
Free from the Snares which Crowns and Empires bi 
No wicked Stateſmen would with impious Arts 
Have ſtriven to wreſt from us our ſmall Inheritancy 
Or ſtir the . Hinds to noiſy Faction. 
Rowe's Amb. 


Oh, . if he knew his happy State; 
The Swain, who, free from Buſineſs and Debate, 
Receives his eaſy Food from Nature's Hand, 
And juſt Returns of cultivated Land. 


T' admit the Tides of early Viſitants; 

With eager Eyes devouring, as they paſs, 
The breathing Figures of Corinthian Braſs. 
3 
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Statues threaten from high Pedeſtals, 

Perfian Terras hides his homely Walls, 

b Antic Veſts, which, through their ſhady Fold, 
ray the Streaks of ill-diſſembled Gold. 
boaſts no Wool, whoſe Native White is dy'd 
n purple Poiſon of Aſſyrian Pride. 

coſtly Drugs of Araby defile 

th foreign Scents the Sweetneſs of his Oil: 

eaſy Quiet, a ſecure Retreat; 

harmleſs Life, that knows not how to cheat ; ; 

th home-bred Plenty, the rich Owner bleſs, 

d Rural Pleaſures crown his Happineſs. 

vex'd'with Quarrels, undiſturb'd by Noiſe, 

e Country King his peaceful Realm enjoys: 

o Grots, and living Lakes, the flow'ry Pride 
Meads and Streams, that through the Vallies glide TE 
d ſhady Groves, that eaſy Sleep invite, 
d after toilſome Days a ſoft Repoſe at Night. 
ild Beaſts of Nature in his Woods abound ; 
d Youth of Labour patient plough the n. 
r'd to Hardſhip, and to homely Fare; 

Ir venerable Age is wanting there, 

great Examples to the youthful Train ; 
or are the Gods ador'd\ with Rites prophane. 
om hence Aſtræa took her Flight, and here 
te Prints of her departing Steps appear. 

ſacred Muſes! with whoſe Beauty fir'd, . 
y Soul is raviſh'd, and my Brain, inſpir'd; 
hoſe Prieſt I am, whoſe-holy Fillets wear ; 
ould you your Poet's firſt Petition hear : 
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Give me the Ways of wand'ring Stars to know, | 

The Depth of Heav'n above, and Earth below; / 

Teach me the various Labours of the Moon, 
And whence proceed th' Eclipſes of the Sun; 

Why flowing Tides prevail upon the Main, 

And in what dark Receſs they ſhrink again: 
What ſhakes the ſolid Earth, what Cauſe delays 

The Summer Nights, and ſhortens Winter Day, | 

But if my heavy Blood reſtrains the Flight 

Of my free Soul, afpiring to the Height 

Of Nature, and unclouded Fields of Light; 

My next Deſire is, void of Care and Strife, | 

To lead a ſoft, ſecure, inglorious Life. 

A Country Cottage, near a cryſtal Flood, 

A winding Valley, and a lofty Wood, 

Some God conduct me to the ſacred Shades, 

Where Bacchanals are ſung by Spartan Maids ; 

Or lift me high to Hemus' hilly Crown, 

Or in the Plains of Tempe lay me down; 

Or lead me to ſome ſolitary Place, 

And cover my Retreat from Human Race. 

Happy the Man, who, ſtudying Nature s Laws, 

Through known Effects can trace their ſecret Cauſe, 

His Mind poſſeſſing in a quiet State; 

Fearleſs of Fortune, and reſign'd to Fate. 

And happy too is he, who decks the Bowers 

Of Sylvans, and adores the rural Powers ; - 

Whoſe Mind, unmov'd, the Bribes of Courts can fee, | 

Their glitt'ring Baits, and purple Slavery; 
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or hopes the People's Praiſe, nor fears their Frown, 
or, when contending Kindred tear the Crown, c 
ill ſet up one, or pull another down. 
ithout Concern he hears, but hears, from far, 
df Tumults and Deſcents, and diſtant War: 
lor with a ſuperſtitious Fear is awd, 
or what befals at Home, or what Abroad ; 
lor envies he the Rich their happy Store, | 
or his own Peace diſturbs with Pity for the Poor. 

e feeds on Fruits, which of their own Accord 

he willing Ground and laden Trees afford. 

rom his lov'd Home no Lucre can he draw; 

he Senate's mad Decrees he never ſaw, 

ome to the Seas, and ſome to Camps reſort, 

nd ſome with Impudence invade the Court; _ 

n Foreign Countries others ſeek Renown, 
Vita Wars and Taxes others waſte their own; 
Inc Houſes burn, and Houſhold Gods deface, 

o drink in Bowls which glitt'ring Gems inchaſe ; 

o loll on Couches rich with Citron Steds, - 
Ind lay their guilty Limbs on Tyrian Beds. 

be Wretch in Earth intombs his Golden Ore, 

ov ring and brooding on his bury'd Store; 

dme Patriot Fools to pop'lar Praiſe aſpire, 
Tr public Speeches, which worſe Fools admire; 
\ hile from both Benches, with redoubled Sounds, 

i" Applauſe of Lords and Commoners abounds. 
ome, through Ambition, or through Thirſt of Gold, 
are ſlain their Brothers, or their Country ſold ; 


And, 


3 
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And, leaving their ſweet Homes, in Exile run, 
To Lands that lie beneath another Sun. 
The Peaſant, innocent of all theſe Ills, 1 
With crooked Ploughs the fertile Fallows tills, 
And the round Year with daily Labour fills. 
From hence the Country Markets are ſupply'd ; | 
Enough remains for Houſhold Charge befide, 
His Wife and tender Children to ſuſtain, 
And gratefully to feed his dumb deſerving Train: 
Nor ceaſe his Labours, till the yellow Field 
A full Return of bearded Harveſt yield; 
A Crop ſo plenteous as the Land to load, 
O'ercome the crowded Barn, and any N on Rich 
broad. 

Thus ev'ry ſev'ral Seaſon is employ'd, 
Some ſpent in Toil, and ſome in Eaſe enjoy d. 
The yeaning Ewes prevent the ſpringing Year ; 
The loaded Boughs their Fruit in Autumn bear : 
Tis then the Vine her liquid Harveſts yield, 
Bak'd in the Sun-ſhine of aſcending Fields. 
The Winter comes, and then the falling Maft 

For greedy Swine provides a full Repaſt; 
Then Olives ground in Mills their Fatneſs boaſt, 
And Winter's Fruits are mellow'd by the Froſt, 
His Cares are eas'd with Intervals of Bliſs ; 
| His little Children, climbing for a Kiſs, 
Welcome their Father's late Return at Night; 
His faithful Bed is crown'd with chaſte Delight: 
His Kine with ſwelling Udders ready ftand, 
And, lowing for the Pail, invite the Milker' s Hand. 
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anton Kids, with budding Horns prepar d, 
E ght harmleſs Battles in his homely Yard. | 
mſelf in Ruſtic Pomp, on Holidays, 3z 
o Rural Pow'rs a juſt Oblation pays, g 
ad on the Green his careleſs Limbs diſplays. 
he Hearth is in the Midſt; the Herdſmen, round 
he chearful Fire, provoke his Health in Goblets 
crown'd. | | 
le calls on Bacchus, and propounds the Prize; 
he Groom his Fellow-Groom at Butts defies, c 
nd bends his Bow, and levels with his Eyes; | 
or, ſtripp'd for Wreſtling, ſmears his Limbs with Oil, 
Ind watches, with a Trip, his Foe to foil. 
uch was the Life the frugal Sabines led ; 
o Remus and his Brother God were bred, 
rom whom th' auſtere Etrurian Virtue roſe ; 
nd this rude Life our homely Fathers choſe. 
ld Rome from ſuch a Race deriv'd her Birth, 
The Seat of Empire, and the conquer'd Earth) 5 
hich now on ſev'n high Hills triumphant reigns, 
nd in that Compaſs all the World contains ; 
re Saturn's Rebel Son uſurp'd the Skies, 
hen Beaſts were only lain for Sacrifice ; 
hile peaceful Crete enjoin'd her ancient Lord, 
E're ſounding Hammers forg'd th' inhuman Sword 
're hollow Drums were beat; before the Breath 
Of brazen Trumpets rung the Peal of Death ; 
The good old God his Hunger did aſſwage 
With Roots and Herbs, and gave the golden Age. 
| | | Dryden Virgil. 


How 
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How happier lives the Man to Peace aſſign'd, 
Amidſt this gen'ral Storm that wrecks Mankind 
In his own quiet Houſe ordain'd to die, 
He knows the Place in which his Bones ſhall lie. 
No Trumpet warns to put his Armour on, | 
Tho' faint, and all with Wearineſs foredone : 
But, when Night falls, he lies ſecurely down, 


And calls the creeping Slumber all his own. 
| Roaue s Luca, 


Hall, ye ſoft Seats! ye e limpid Springs and Floods ! 
Ye flow'ry Meads, ye Vales and mazy Woods ! 
Ye limpid Floods, that ever murm'ring flow! 
Ye verdant Meads, where Flow'rs eternal bloy ! 
Ye ſhady Vales, where Zephyrs ever play! 
Ye Woods, where little Warblers tune their Lay ! 
Here grant me, Heav'n, to end my peaceful Days, 
And ſteal myſelf from Life by flow Decays ; 
With Age unknown to Pain, or Sorrow bleft, 
To the dark Grave retiring, as to Reſt; 
While gently with one Sigh this Mortal Frame, 
Diſſolving, turns to Aſhes, whence it came; 
While my freed Soul departs without a Groan, 
And Joyfol wings her Flight to Worlds en 
| Broom, 


Oh! knew he but his Happineſs, of Men 

The happieſt he ! who, far from public Rage, 

Deep in the Vale with a choice few retir'd, 

Drinks the pure Pleaſures of the Rural Life. 

What, though the Dome be wanting, whoſe proud Gate 
Each Morning vomits out the ſneaking Crowd 
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Flatterers falſe, and in their Turn abus d? 100 

e Intercourſe ! What though the glitt ring Robe 

every Hue reflected Light can give, 

floating looſe, or ſtiff with maſſy Gold, 

e Pride and Gaze of Fools! oppreſs him not ? 

at though from utmoſt Land and Sea purvey d, 

him each rarer tributary Life | | 

ds not, and his inſatiate Table heaps 

h Luxury and Death ? What though his Bowl 

mes not with coſtly Juice; nor, ſunk in Beds 

of gay Care, he toſles out the Night, 

melts the thoughtleſs Hours in idle State ? It 
at though he knows not thoſe fantaſtic Joys, —_— 
t fill amuſe the Wanton, ftill deceive ;. BET 
ace of Pleaſure, but a Heart of Painz N 
ir hollow Moments undelighted all ? _ 

Peace is his; a ſolid Life, eſtrang d 
Diſappointment, and fallacious Hope: 

in Content, in Nature's Bounty rich, 

erbs and Fruits; whatever greens the Spring, 

n Heav'n deſcends in Show'rs, or bends the Boughs z 
n Summer reddens, and when Nature beams 3 

n the wint'ry Glebe whatever lies 

eal'd, and fattens with the richeſt Sap : : : 
e are not wanting; nor the milky Drove, 

rant ſpread o'er all the lowing Vale; | 
bleating Mountains; nor the Chide of Streams, 
Hum of Bees, inviting Sleep ſincere 

the guiltleſs Breaſt beneath the Shade; 

Gul town at large amid the fragrant Hay; 


0f | : Nor 
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Nor aught beſides of Proſpe&t, Grove, or Song, 
Dim Grottoes, gleaming Lakes, and Fountains clen 
Here too dwells ſimple Truth; plain Innocence; 
Unſullied Peauty ; ſound unbroken Youth, | 
Patient of Labour, with a little pleas'd; 
Health ever-blooming ; unambitious Toil ; 
Calm Contemplation, and Poetic Eaſe. 
|  Thomjon's $ 
- — The Fall of Kings, 

The Rage of Nations, and the Cruſn of States, 
Move not the Man, who, from the World efcap'd, \ 
In ſtill Retreats, and flow'ry Solitudes, 
To Nature's Voice attends, from Month to Month, 
And Day to Day, through the revolving Year; 
Admiring, ſees her in her every Shape; 
Feels all her ſweet Emotions at his Heart ; 
Takes what ſhe lib'ral gives, nor thinks of more. 
He, when young Spring protrudes the burſting Gen 
Marks the firſt Bud, and ſacks the healthful Gase 
Into his freſhen'd Soul ; her genial Hours 
He full enjoys ; and not a Beauty blows, 
And not an opening Bloſſom breathes, in vain, 
In Summer he, beneath the living Shade, 
Such as o'er frigid Tempe wont to wave, 

Or Hemus cool, reads what the Muſe of theſe | 
Perhaps has in immortal Numbers ſung; * 
Or what ſhe dictates writes; and oft an Eye, 
Shot round, rejoices in the vig'rous Year, 
When Autumn's yellow Luſtre gilds the World, 
And tempts the fickled Swain into the Field; 


— — 
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d by the general Joy, his Heart diſtends 


gentle Throws ; and, through the tepid — : 
» muſing, then he beſt exerts his Song. 
\ Winter-wild to him is full of Bliſs. 

mighty Tempeſt, and the hoary Waiſt, 

pt, and deep ftretch'd o'er the bury'd Earth, 

te to ſolemn Thought: At Night the Skies, 
0s'd and kindled by refining Froſt, , 

ev ry Luſtre on th' exalted Eye. 
iend, a Book, the ſtealing Hours ſecure, | 
mark them down for Wiſdom. With ſwift Wong! 
Land and Sea Imagination roams, 

ruth, divinely breaking on his Mind, 
s his Beiag, and unfolds his Powers ; 

his Breaſt Heroic Virtue burns. 

ouch of Kindred too and Love he feels ; 
nodeſt Eye, whoſe Beams on his alone 
ic mine; the little ſtrong Embrace 

attling Children, twin'd around his Neck, 
emulous to pleaſe him, calling forth 

ond Parental Soul. Nor Purpoſe gay, 

ement, Dance, or Song, he ſternly ſcorns : 
appineſs and true Philoſophy 

f the ſocial, ftill, and ſmiling Kind. 
is the Life, which thoſe who fret in Guilt 

uilty Cities, never knew ; the Life, 

)y primeval Ages, uncorrupt, ' 

Angels dwelt, and God himſelf, with Man. 

Thomſon's Seaſons. 
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COUNTRY Maid. 
What Happineſs the Rural Maid attends, 0 * 
In chearſul Labour while each Day ſhe ſpends ! 
She gratefully receives what Heav'n has ſent, 
And, rich in Poverty, enjoys Content: 
Such Happineſs and ſuch unblemiſh'd Fame 
Ne'er glad the Boſom of the courtly Dame ; 
She never feels the Spleen's imagin'd Pains, 
Nor Melancholy ſtagnates in her Veins ; 
She never loſes Life in thoughtleſs Eaſe, _ 
Nor on the Velvet Couch invites Diſeaſe ; 
Her Home-ſpun Dreſs in ſimple Neatneſs lies, 
And for no glaring Equipage ſhe ſighs: 
Her Reputation, which is all her Boaſt, = 
In a malicious Viſitne'er was loſt :. 
No Midnight Maſquerade her Beauty wears, 
And Health, not Paint, the fading Bloom repii 
If Love's ſoft Paſſions in her Boſom reign, 
An equal Paſſion warms her happy Swain : 
No Home-bred Jars her quiet State controul, 
Nor watchful Jealouſy torments her Soul ; 
With ſecret Joy ſhe ſees her little Race 
| Hung on her Breaſt, and her ſmall Cottage grace; 
The fleecy Ball their buſy Fingers cull ; 
Or from the Spindle draw the length'ning Wool. 
Thus flow her Hours with conſtant Peace of Min 
Till Age the lateſt Thread of Life onwind. 


FP. CRANES. 
80 when, from Strymon's wint'ry Banks, the cn 
In feather'd Legions cut th ztherial Plains; 
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armer Nile they bend their Airy Way, | 
d in long Lines, and rank'd in juſt n 

if ſome ruſbing Storm the Journey croſs, 
wingy Leaders all are at a Loſs: 

cloſe, now looſe, the breaking Squadrons fy, 
ſcatter in Confuſion o'er the Sky. 
Pope's oa. 
CRE A TION, | 


tell me now, ſay how this beauteous Frame 

II Things from the Womb of nothing came? 

n Nature's Lord, with one almighty Call, 

1 no where rais'd the World's capacious Ball? 

if thy Hand directs the various Rounds 

he vaſt Earth, and circumſcribes its Bounds ; 

the revolving Spheres amid the Sky 

oncert move, and dance in Harmony ? Broome. 
yet the rude Materials of the Earth fy 
e form'd ; nor Time, nor Motion, yet had Birth: 
yet one ſolitary Spark of Light 

d through the duſky Shades of ancient N ight ; 
on the barren Waſtes of endleſs Space, 

et were circumſcrib'd the Bounds of Place: 

n, at th* Almighty's Word, from nothing ſprings. 
frſt confus d Original of Thing. 

terer now the Heav'ns wide Arms embrace, 3 
ether then lay blended in a Maſs: _ c 
dull, the active, the refin'd, and baſe. 

cold, the hot, the temp'rate, moiſt, and dry, 


mingled in profound Diſorder lie; | In 


— — 
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- one prodigious, undiſtinguiſh'd Heap, 

h' extremeſt Contraries of Nature ſleep : 
— yet the ſprightly Seeds of Fire aſcend, 
Nor downward yet the poud'rous Atoms tend, 
A monſtrous. Face the new Creation wears, 
And void of Order, Form, and Light, appears; * 
Till the Almighty Fiat, once again 
Pronounc'd, did Motion to each Part ordain ; 
Awoke the tender Principles of Life, 
And urg'd the growing Elemental Strife; * 
And now Confuſions infinite ariſe, a call 
From Nature's moſt remote Antipathies. e' 
But, while againſt their furious Oppoſites 4 
Each hoſtile Atom all its Force unites, 
Their own lov'd Species, through the formleſs M 
With am'rous Zeal officiouſly they #4234 | kin 
And join and mingle in a ſtrict Embrace: 
The lively ſhining Particles of Light, | 
On darling Wings, attempt their nimble Flight, 
The fine tranſparent Air, with mighty Force, 
Through Fix'd and Fluid upward takes its Courſe Sun 
The groſſer Seeds with heavy Motion preſs, 
And, meeting in the Midſt, the central Parts poſki 
While the united Waves, without Cantroul, 
About the ſlimy Surface proudly roll; 
Till an Imperial Word their Force divides, 
And low the Deep by ſmooth Degrees ſubſides; 
And lo! the riſing ſtately Mountains leave 
Their oozy Beds; and lo! the Vallies cleave, 
The congregated Waters to receive. 
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down the ſinking Billows calmly go; | 
to the ſubterranean Caves below, 1 4% + 
Part around the Hills in circling: Currents flow. 

now the ſlimy, ſoft, fermented Earth, 

ar'd to give her various Species Birth, 

lient to the Voice, produces all 

boundleſs Stores, at her Creator's Call. 

aden Spring at his Command aroſe, 

various Plants their verdant Tops diſcloſe ; 
teeming Ground to riſing Groves gives Way, 

h Leaves and Bloſſoms inſtantly diſplay, 

ev'ry Branch with tempting Fruit looks gay. 

n he again, whoſe active Word fulfill'd 

ly all the mighty Things he will'd, 

mands, and ſtraight the Heav'nly Arches riſe, 
kindling Glories brighten all the Skies: 

iden Day with gaudy Luſtre gilds 

expanded Air, the new made Streams and Fields; 
thouſand ſprightly dazzling Lights advance, 
trembling Rays in the wide Ether dance: 

Sun, beyond em all immenſe and gay, 

nes the bright Dominion of the Day; 

whirling up the Skies with rapid Force, _ 

e the radiant Zone begins his deftin'd Courſe. 
now another efficacious Word 

Air and Earth, and Wat'ry Region ftor'd : 

num rous Vehicles, for Breath prepar'd, 
mighty Summons of their Maker heard ; 
from the Boſom of their native Clay _ _ 
g into Life, and caught the vital Ray. 
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Thro' an unclouded Sky darts round his flaming L 


Their Beauties freſh with Heav'nly Dew diſcloſe; 
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Millions of footed Creatures range the Woods, 
Millions with Fins divide the cryſtal Flood; 
Millions beſides, with wanton Liberty, /, | 
On painted Wings riſe ſinging to the Sky... 
After the brighteſt Model in his Mind. 
With Care the great Artificer deſign'd: | » 4 
Beyond his other Works, complete and fair, 
He form'd with ey'ry Grace the lovely Pair; 
Immortal, Godlike, rational, and fre: 
Serene Impreſſions of à Stamp Divine 
Upon their matchleſs Faces clearly ſhine: : 

In deep Suſpence, and at themſelves amaz'd, 
With curious Eyes they on each other gaz'd ;' 
Themſelves, and all the fair Creation round ny 
Survey, and ſtill freſh Cauſe of Wonder found. n. 
For now, in their primeval Luftre gay, 4 

The Earth and Heav'ns eheir nemoſt Pride diſplay 1 
The blazing Sun, from his Meridian Height, 


The Fields, the Floods, and all erer Air, 
In open Day look raviſhingly fair. 
The bright Carnation, and the aer Roſe, 


The noble Am'ranths ſhew their purple Dye, 
Splendid as that which paints the Morning Sk); 
Ten thouſand od'rous Flowers of various Hue, 


In ev'ry Shade and Plain ſpontaneous grew; par 


1, down the ſmooth Aſcent of verdant Hills, 


m Marble Mountains guſh a thouſang Rille 1 
many a pleaſant Shade they murm ring go, 
| mingle with the larger Streams below, 


j, all along their lovely ſpacious Banks, 

mortal Trees are plac'd in equal Ranks, 

oſe charming Shades might God himſelf delight, 

| Angels from their Heav'nly Boy” ra invite. 

re gentle Breezes, ſrom their fragrant Wings, 

d all the Odours of a thouſand Springs: 

monious Birds among the Branches ſing, . 

d all the Groves with chearful Echos ring. 4 
Mr. * 

as Creation $ MF Range extends,” 7 85 

e Scale of ſenſual, mental Pow'rs aſcends : 

ck how it mounts to Man's Imperial Race; 

Im the green Myriads in the peopled Grafs : 


e Mole's dim Curtain, and the Lynx's Beam: 
Smell the headlong Lioneſs between, 

d Hound ſagacious on the tainted Green: 
Hearing, from the Life that fills the F lod, 

that which warbles through the vernal Wood: 
e Spider's Touch, how-exquiſitely fine ! — 
ls at each Thread, and lives along the Line: 
the nice Bee, what Senſe, ſo ſubtly true, 

Im pois nous Herbs extracts the healing Dew ? 
w Inftin@ varies in the gros Ung die, 
par'd, dar res dg Elephant, "with thine ! 

OL, . 2653} 6 1 2 m 256. Poe 
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ich through the flow'ry Vallies ſoftly flow, RN ; 


a: Modes of Sight betwixt each wide IS No” 


Nature's Ztherial, Human, Angel, Man, 
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"Twixt that and Reaſon what a nice Barrier, 
e OR yet for ever nern? 
| Pope's 25 en | 

See, through this Air, this Ocean, and this Bunk 
All Nature quick, and burſting” into Birth. 
Above, how high, progreſſive Life may go! 
Around, how wide ! how deep extend below! 
Vaſt Chain of Being! which from God N 


Beaſt, Bird, Fiſh, Inſect, what no Eye can ſee, 
No Glaſs can reach; from Infinite to thee, 
From thee to nothing. On fuperior Po- . n 
Were we td preſs, Inferior might on ours: 
Or in the full Creation leave a Void, 
Where, one Step broken, the great Scale's defy ke th 
From Nature's Chain whatever Link you frrike, | | 
Tenth, or Ten Thouſandth, break the Chain alla 
Pope's Ei u | fra 
When Darkneſs rul'd with univerſal Sway, 
He ſpoke and kindled-up the Blaze of Day; 
Firſt, faireſt Offspring of th' omnific Word! 
Which, like @ Garment, cloath'd its Sov'reign Lu 
On liquid Air he bade the Columns riſe 
That prop the Starry Concave of the Skies; 
Diffus'd the blue Expanſe from Pole to Pole, 
| And ſpread circumfluent Ether round the Whole poet: 
Blau 
Know then the Sov'reign Spirit of the World, th mu 
The Self. collected from eternal Time, beſe be 
Wichin his own deep Eſſence he beheld 


* 
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e circling Bounds of Happineſs unite : 

„by immenſe Benignity inclin'd, 
ſpread around him that primeval Joy, 
hich fill'd himſelf, he rais'd his plaſtic Arm, 


ſtrong creative Mandate ;. ſtraight aroſe _ 
eſe Heav'nly.Orbs, the glad Abodes of Life 
uſive kindled by his Breath Civine, 
rough endleſs. Forms of Being. 


CRIES. 7 
e fearful Matrons raiſe a ſcreaming Cry, 
d feeble Men with fainter Groans reply: : 


jarring Sound reſults, and mingles 3 in the Sky, 
ke that of Swans remurm ring to the Floods, 
Birds of diff rent Kinds i in hollow Woods. 


t frantic Mothers, when their Infants die, 
ith ouder Clamours rend the vaulted Sky. 


from the frighted Court the Yell began; 
doubled thence from Houſe to Houſe it ran : 


| mixing Women, mount the vaulted Skies. 


2 RI T ICS: 
Poets, as true Genius is but rare, 
ae Taſte as ſeldom is the Critic's Share: | 
th muſt from Heav'n alike derive their Light; 
eſe born to judge, as well as thoſe to write. 


Ha 


Pope's Hſay on Co 


14 
d, ſounded through the hollow Depth of Space, 


Atemſia. — e. 
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Dryden' s Firgil. 


Pope January and May. 
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e Groans of Men with Shrieks, Laments, and Cries, 


Dod Pirgit 
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But if you ſeek to give and merit Fame, 
And juſtly bear a Critic's nobler Name; 
Be ſure yourſelf and your own Reach to know, 
How far your Genius, Taſte, and Learning go: 
Launch not beyond your Depth, but be diſcreet, 
And mark that Point where Senſe and Dulneſs meet, | 
Pope's Eſſay on Critii 
Long hath it been the Critic's poor Delight 
To damn the Piece they wanted Senſe to write. 
Where-e'er ſuperior Qualities abound, | 
The ſnarling Crew too ſurely will be found. Mrs. 


 Dmof CRUELTY. 


A Den where Tygers make the Paſſage good, 
And all attempting Lovers are their Food ; 
I'th' Hollow of a mighty Rock tis plac'd, 
Which by the angry Sea is ſtill embrac'd : 
Whoſe frightful Surface conſtant Tempeſt wears, 
Which ſtrikes the bold Adventurer with Fears. 
The Elements their rudeſt Winds ſend out, 
Which blow continual Coldneſs round about. 
Upon the Rock eternal Winter dwells, tre 
Which weeps away in dropping Ificles. for 
The barren Hardneſs meets no fruitful Ray, 
Nor bears its Iſſue to the God of Day: 
All bleak and cold th' unſhady Proſpect lies, 
| And nothing graceful meets the melancholy Eyes. 
Mei. I 


| CYCLOPS& 
Scarce had he ſaid, when, lo th! enormous Swain, 
Huge Polyphemus, d — fleecy Train, 


— 
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Bulk prodigious ! from the Mountain's Brow 
eſcends terrific to the Shore below: 

Monſter grim, tremendous, vaſt, and high; 

is Front deform'd, and quench'd his blazing Eye ! 
is huge Hand held a Pine, tall, large, and ſtrong, 
o guide bis Footſteps, as he tower'd along. 

s Flock attends, the only Joy he knows; | 
s Pipe around his Neck, the Solace of his Woes. 
don as the Giant reach'd the deeper Flood, 

ith many a Groan he cleans'd the gather'd Blood 
om his bor'd Eye-ball in the briny Main, 

ad bellowing grinds his Teeth in agonizing Pain ; 
hen ſtalks enormous through the midmoſt Tides, 

nd ſcarce the topmoſt Surges reach his Sides. 

Aboard the well-deſerving Greek we took, 

rd, pale with Fear, the dreadful Coaſt forſook ; 

et ev'ry Cord with eager Speed away, 

nd to the Stroak, and ſweep the foaming Sea. 

he Giant heard ; and, turning to the Sound, 

t firſt purſu'd us through the vaſt Profound ; 

tretch'd his huge Hand to reach the Fleet in vain, 

or could he ford the deep Ionian Main. 
Vith that the furious OREN roar'd ſo loud, 

hat Ocean ſhook in ev'ry diſtant Flood; 

rembling all Italy from Shore to Shore, | 

nd Ætna's winding Caves rebellow to the Roar. 
\0uz'd at the Peal, the firſt Cyclopean Train 
um from their Woods and Mountains to the Main: 
round the Port the ghaſtly Brethren ſtand, 

dire Aſſembly ! _— all the Strand. 

pf 


Ia 


150 CYG Te Eutertaining Companion: 
In each grim Forehead blaz'd the ſingle Eye; 
In vain, enrag d, the monſtrous Race we ſpy, 
A Hoſt of Giants tow'ring in the Sky. N 
So, on ſome Mountain Tow'rs, the lofty Grove 

Of beauteous Dian', or imperial Jove; | 
Th' Aerial Pines in pointed Spires from far, 
Or ſpreading Oaks majeſtic nod in Air. 

Headlong we fly with Horror, where the Gales, 
And ſpeeding Wings direct the flutt'ring Sails. 


| Pitt's Vini 
| Amidft th* Heſperian and Sicilian Flood, 


All black with Smoak, a rocky Iſland ſtood, | 
The dark Vulcanian Land, the Region of the God, 

Here the grim Cyclops ply, in Vaults profound, 
The huge Zolian Forge that thunders round: 
'Th' eternal Anvils ring the Dungeon o'er, 
From Side to Side the fiery Caverns roar, 
The Maſs loud groans beneath their N Blom; 
Fierce burns the Flame, and the full Furnace glow. 
To this bright Region, from the bright Abode, 
With Speed impetuous flew the fiery God. 
'Th' alternate Blows the brawny Brethren deal ; 
Thick burſt the Sparkles ſrom the tortur'd Steel. 
Huge Strokes rough Steropes and Brontes gave, 
And ftrong Pyracmon ſhook the gloomy Cave. 
Before their Sovereign came, the Cyclops ſtrove, 
With eager Speed, to forge a Bolt for Jove ; 
Such as by Heav'n's almighty Lord are hurl'd, 
All charg'd with Vengeance on a. guilty-World. 
Beneath their Hands, tremendous to ſurvey ! 
Half rough, half form'd, the dreadful Engine ” a 


» 
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bee Points of Rain, three Forks of Hail conſpire; 
e arm d with Wind, and three were bard'd with 

= Fire. 
he Maſs they . chick wighs livid ns 
ear, Wrath, and Terror, and the Lightning's Blaze. 
Vith equal Speed a ſecond Train prepare 
he rapid Chariot for the God of War, 
he thund'ring Wheels and Axles that excite. 
he madding Nations to the Rage of Fight. 
ome in a Fringe the burniſh'd Serpents roll'd 
Kound the dread Egis, bright with Scales of Gold: 
he horrid gis, great Minerva's Shield, 
hen in her Wrath ſhe takes the fatal Field; 
en charg'd with curling Snakes, the Boſs they rait d. 
\nd the grim Gorgon's Head tremendous blaz d. 
n agonizing Pains the Monſter frown'd,. 
\nd | roll'd, e fiery Eyes around. 
4 Pitt's Virgil. 
CYG N U'S: rurned into. a. Stan. | 
ygnus beheld the Nymphbs transform'd, ally d 
o their dead Brother, on the mortal Side: 
Wn Friendſhip and Affection nearer bound, 
e left the Cities and the Realms he own'd, 
hro' pathleſs Fields and lonely Shores to range, 
ind Woods made thicker by the Siſters Change. 
hilſt here, within the diſmal Gloom alone, 
he melancholy Monarch made his Moan, 
His Voice was leſſen'd, as he try'd ta ſpeak, 
ud iſſu'd through a long extended Neck ; | 
H 4 :::;2__ 


152 DAP The Entertaining Companion : 
His Hair transforms to Down, his Fingers meet 
In ſkinny Films, and ſhape his oary Feet: 
From both his Sides the Wings and Feathers break, 
And from his Mouth proceeds a blunted Beak : 
All Cygnus now into a Swan was turn'd, "7 0 
Who, ſtill rememb'ring how his Kinſman bern d, | 
To ſalutary Pools and Lakes retires, 
And loves the Waters, as oppos'd to Fires. 
Addiſon's Ow, 


SHS - 
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D. 
DANCING. 
| I Bade the Virgins arid the Youth advance, 

1 To temper Muſic with a ſprightly Dance. 
In vain ! too low the mimic Motions ſeem ; 
What takes our Hearts, muſt merit our Eſteem. 
Nature, I thought, perform'd too mean a Part, 
Forming her Movements to the Rules of Art; 
And vex'd I found that the Mufician's Hand 
Had o'er the Dancer's Mind too great Command. 
Prior's Solon. 
DAPH N E chang'd into a Laurel. 
Scarce had ſhe finiſh'd, when her Feet ſhe found 
Benumb'd with Cold, and faſten'd to the Ground: 
A filmy Rind about her Body grows ; 
Her Hair to Leaves, her Arms extend to Boughs; | 
'The Nymph is all into a Laurel gone, 
The Smoothneſs of her Skin remains alone: 
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Vet Phœbus loves her ſtil], and caſting round 5 
er Bole his Arms, ſome little Warmth he found: 
+ MT he Tree till panted in th' unfiniſh'd Part, 
ot wholly vegetive; and heav'd her Heart: 
e fix'd his Lips upon the trembling Rind ; 
t ſwerv'd aſide, and his Embrace declin d; 
o whom the God: Becauſe thou canſt not be 
y Miſtreſs, I eſpouſe thee for my Tree : 
1 ze thou the Prize of Honour and Renown ; 
4 he deathleſs Poet and the Poem crown : 
Thou ſhalt the Roman Feſtivals adorn, 
Ind after Poets be by Victors worn. 
hou ſhalt returning Czſar's Triumph grace, 
hen Pomp ſhall in a long Proceſſion paſs: 
Vreath'd on his Poſts before the Palace wait, 
Ind be the ſacred Guardian of the Gate: 
cure from Thunder, and unharm'd by Jove, 
Unfading as th' immortal Pow'rs above ; 
nd, as the Locks of Pbœbus are unſnorn, 
d ſhall perpetual Green thy Boughs adorn. 
| he grateful Tree was pleas'd with what he ſaid, 
. nd ſhook the ſhady Honours of her Head. 
Daa Ovid. 
DARKNESS. See NIGHT. 
DiE AD. | 
gentle Muſes, leave your cryſtal Spring, 
t Nymphs and Sylvans Cypreſs Garlands bring; 
weeping Loves, the Stream with Myrtles hide, | 
d break of dons Bows, ee Adonis dy'd ; 5 


15:4 DEA The Entertaining Companion : 
And with your golden Darts, now uſeleſs grown, 
Inſcribe a Verſe on this relenting Stone : 
Let Nature change, let Heav'n and Earth deplore, 
Fair Daphne's dead, and Love is now no more! 
Tis done, and Nature's various Charms decay; 
See gloomy Clouds obſcure the chearful Day ! 
Now hung with Pearls the dropping Trees appear, 
Their faded Honours ſcatter'd on her Bier. 
See, where on Earth the flow'ry Glories lie; 
With her they flouriſh'd, and with her they die, 
Ah what avail the Beauties Nature wore ? 

Fair Daphne's dead, and Beauty is no more 

For her the Flocks refuſe their verdant Food, 

The thirſty Heifers ſhun the gliding Flood. 

The filver Swans her hapleſs Fate bemoan, 
In Notes more ſad than when they ſing their own 
In hollow Caves ſweet Echo filent lies, 

Silent, or only to her Name replies z 8 

Her Name with Pleaſure once ſhe taught the Shore, 
Now Daphne's dead, and Pleaſure is no more | 
No grateful Dews deſcend from Ev'ning Skies, 
Nor Morning Odours from the Flow'rs ariſe ; 
No rich Perfumes refreſh the fruitful Field, 

Nor fragrant Herbs their native Incetiſe yield. 
The balmy Zephyrs, filent ſince her Death, 
Lament the Ceaſing of a ſweeter Breath; 
- 'Th' induftrious Bees negle& their golden Store, 
Fair Daphne's dead, and Sweetneſs is no more | 
No more the mounting Larks, while Daphne dingy, | 
Shall liſt ning in mid Air ſuſpend their ww: ; 
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No more the Birds ſhall imitate her Lays, © “N 
Or, huſh'd with Wonder, hearken from the Sprays: 
No more the Streams their Murmurs ſhall forbear, 
A ſweeter Mufic than their own to hear; 
But tell the Reeds, and tell the vocal Shore, 
Fair Daphne's dead, and Mufic is no more! 
Her Fate is whiſper'd by the gentle Breeze, 
And told in Sighs to all the trembling Trees: 
The trembling Trees, in ev'ry Plain and Wood, 
Her Fate remurmur to the Silver Flood ; | 
The Silver Flood, fo lately calm appears, | 
Swells with new Paſſion, and o'erflows with Tearg; 
The Winds, and Frees, and Floods her Death deplore,. 
. our Grief, our Glory now no more ! 
Pope 8 Paſtorals, 
The breezy Call of nb Morn, 
The Swallow twitt'ring from the Straw-buile Shed, 
The Cock's ſhrill Clarion, or the echoing Horn, 
No more ſhall rouſe them from their lonely Bed. 
For them no more the blazing Hearth ſhall _ 
Or buſy Houſewife ply her Ev'ning Care 
No Children run to liſp their Sire's Return, 
Or climb his Knees the envy'd Kiſs to ſhare. Grey's Zl. 
The Dead how ſacred ! ſacred is the Duft, 
Of this Heaven-labour'd Form ere& divine! 
This Heav me majeſtic Robe of Earth, 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the „ 5 pinks 
wic Azure bright; and cloath'd the Sun in Gold. 
1 * IP 4 7 255 5 Night Thoughts, 
1 H 6 | Where 


156 DEA The Entertaining Companion. 
Where is the Duſt that has not been alive? 
The Spade, the Plough, diſturb our Anceſtors; 
From human Mould we reap our daily Bread. 
The Globe around Death's hollow Surface e 
And is the Cieling of her ſleeping Sons. | 
O'er Devaſtations we blind Revels keep; ß 
Whole bury d Towns ſupport the Dancer's Heel. 
The Moiſt of buman Frame the Sun exhales ; 
Winds ſcatter through the mighty Void the Dev. 
Earth repoſſeſſes Part of what ſhe gave, 
And the freed Spirit mounts on Wings of Fire; 
Each Element partakes our ſcatter'd Spoils ; | 
As Nature, wide, our Ruins ſpread ; Man's Death 
Inhabits all Things, but the Thoughts of Man; . 

| TDuoung's We T houghtt, 


| | DEATH. 

Yet tell me, frighted Reaſon, what is Pak? WP 
Blood only ſtopp d, and interrupted Breath. - 
The utmoſt Limit of a narrow Span, 

And End of Motion, which with Life pw I 

As Smoke, that riſes from the kindling Fires 

Is ſeen this Moment, -and the next expires ; - "7; 

As empty Clouds by riſing Winds are toſt, 

Their fleeting Forms ſcarce ſooner found than loſt: 

So vaniſhes our State, ſo paſs our Days: 

So Life but opens now, and now decays : 

The Cradle and the Tomb, alas! ſo-nigh ; / 

To live is ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd from to die. 
Cure of the Miſer's Wiſh, and Coward's Fear, 


Death only ſhews us, what we knew was near. 4 
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ich Courage therefore view the pointed Hour 

Dread not Death's Anger, but expect his Pow'r ; 
or Nature's Law with fruitleſs Sorrow mourn ; 
zut die, O mortal Man.! for thou waſt born. 

Prior's a 
zut how will this diſmantled Soul appear, 

When {lripp' 'd of all it lately held ſo dear 3 
orc'd from its Priſon of expiring Clay, 

Afraid and ſnhiv ring at the © doubtful Way EF. 

{is Ait gn | Mei. Lear. 
Dh Death, 3 1 200 was prove, bx 
hat Duſt we doat-on, when tis Man we love. 

Ir; 21-24; Pope's Eliſa to Abelard, 
as e er the Grave or r Regions of the Night 

r uod by thee, or open 'd to thy Sight? 
las Death diſclos'd to thee her gloomy . Tx 
he ghaſtly Forms, the various Woes that wait, 

In terrible Array, before her awful Gate? 
Oh Death! thou pleaſing End of human Woe, 
hou Cure for Life, thou greateſt Good below ; 8 

till may'ſt thou fly the Coward and the Slave, . 
nd thy ſoft fe Slumbers only. bleſs the Brave, 


1 


| OG Rowe's Lucan; 
hat mean theſe TR_ of the Night, he cries ? 
y dance theſe Viſions vain before our Eyes ? 
Or endleſs Apathy ſucceeds to Death, 
ind Senſe is loſt with our expiring Breath : 
Or, if the Soul ſome future Life ſhall know, 
o better Worlds immortal ſhall ſhe go: 


Whate'er 


Ah! no; — in ſacred Veſtments may'ſt thou 
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Whate'er Events the doubtful Queſtion clears, 
Death muſt be a nnn Fears. 

| [2 Mobeni hon 
O thoughtleſs Repela Man ! born! yet aſk why? 
Truly for ſomething ſerious, —Born to die, 
Knowing this Truth, can we be wiſe too ſoon ? 
And, this once known, ſure ſomething's "Ry 
We cannot fit too . or riſe tos ſoon. | 


'Then Send Death, with al his meagre Train, 
Wide o'er the Nations ſpreads his diſmal Reign: 
Sea, Earth, and Air, the boundleſs Ravage mourn, 
And all their Hoſts to native Duſt | return. 
| Blackhd, 

The Hour draws near, when all alike 20 yield, 
And Death ſhall mir the Fame of er Field. 

| \ | Rorwe's Lua, 


The IA conceal'd, and ſo remote the Fear, 
Death ftill draws nearer, never ſeeming near. 
Pope's EJay on Ma. 
I come, I come f prepare your roſeate Bow'rs, 
Celeſtial Palms, and ever blooming Flow'rs. | 
Thither, where Sinners may have Reſt, I go, 
Where Flames refin'd in Breaſts Seraphic slow: 
Then Abelard ! the laſt ſad Office pay, 
And ſmooth my Paſſage to the Realms of Day; 
See my Lips tremble, and my Eye-balls roll ; 
Suck my laft Breath, and catch my flying Soul | 


. 
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The hallow'd Taper trembling in thy Hand. 
3 PE Preſet 
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;eſent the Croſs beneath my lifted Eye ; hs 
Track ate Ven WET ER | 
Pieps Eloiſa to Abelard. 
When down thy Vale unlock'd by Midnight Thought, 
That loves to wander in thy ſinleſs Realms, 
O Death! I ſtreteh my View; what Viſions riſe ! 
What Triumphs! Toils imperial ! Arts divine 
In wither'd Laurels glide before my Sight ? 
What Lengths of far-fam'd' Ages, billow 'd-bigh 
With human Agitation, roll along, 
In unſubſtantial Images of Air! 
The melancholy Ghoſts of dead Renown, | 
Whiſp'ring faint Ecchoes of the World's _— 
With penitential Aſpect, as they paſs ; 
All point at Earth, and hifs at human Pride; 
4 The Wiſdom of che Wiſe, and Praneings of che Great. 
| Young's Night Thoughts. 
| And, feel I, Death ! no Joy from Thoughts of thee ? 
Death, the great Counſellor who Man inſpires 
With ev'ry noble Thought, and fairer Deed ; 
Death, the Deliverer, who reſcues Man ! 
Death, the Rewarder, who the Reſcu'd crowns ! 
Death, that abſolves my Birth; « Curſe without it > 
| Rich Death, that realiſes all my Cares, 
Toils, Virtues, Hopes ; without it a Chimera ! 
Death, of all Pain the Period, not of Joy; 
Joy's Source and Subject, ſtill ſubſiſt unhurt; 
One in my Soul, and one in her great Sire z 
Tho' the four Winds were warring for my Duft ; 


Yes, and from Winds, and GU Wet and central Night, 
* 
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Tho' poiſon'd there, my Duſt too I reclaim, 

(To Duſt, when drop proud Nature's proudeſt Sphere) 
And live intire. Death is the Crown of Life: 

Was Death deny'd, poor Man would live in vain; 
Was Death deny'd, to live would not be Life; 

Was Death deny'd, ev'n Fools would wiſh to die. 
Death wounds to cure: We fall; we riſe; we reign! 
Spring from our Fetters; faſten in the Skies; 
Where blooming Eden withers in our Sight: 
Death gives us more than was in Eden loſt. 
This King of Terrors is the Prince of Peace. 
When ſhall I die, to Vanity, Pain, Death ? 
When ſhall I die ?—When ſhall I live for ever ? 

| Young's Night Thought: 
Why ſtart at Death? Where is he? Death, arriv'd, 
Is paſt; not come, or gone, he's never here. 

E're Hope, Senſation fails; black. boding Man 
Receives not, ſuffers Death's tremendous Blow. 

The Knell, the Shroud, the Mattock, and the Grave; 
The deep, damp Vault, the-Darkneſs, and the Worm; 
Theſe are the Bugbears of the Winter's Eve, 

The Terrors of the Living, not the Dead. 
Imagination's Fool, and Error's Wretch: 

Man makes a Death , Which Nature-never made ; 
Then on the Point of his own Fancy falls; 
And feels a thouſand Deaths in fearing one. 

| Young's Night Thought! 

Death ! oreat Proprietor of all ! *tis thine _ 
To tread out e and to quench the Stars 3 


The 
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he Sun himſelf by thy Permiſſion ſhines, 
nd, one * chou ſhalt pluck him from his Sphere. 
Young's Night Thong his. 
Dh! when will Death (now ftingleſs) like a Friend, 
Limit me of their Choir? Oh! when will Death, 
nis mould'ring, old, Partition-wall throw down ? 
ive Beings, one in Nature, one Abode? 
Dh Death divine! that giv'ſt us to the Skies 
reat Future ! glorious Pattern of the Paſt 
nd Preſent ! when ſhall I thy Shrine adore 2 
rom Nature's Continent, immenſely wide, 
mmenſely bleſs'd, this little Iſle of Life, 
This dark, incarcerating Colony 
Divides us. Happy Day ! that breaks our Chain z 
That manumits ; that calls from Exile Home 3 
That leads to Nature's great Metropolis, 
\nd readmits us, through the Guardian Wand + 
Of elder Brothers, to our Father's Throne; 
Vho hears our Advocate, and, through his Wounds | 
ade Man, allows that tender Name. 
Young's Night Thoughts. 
ell me, ſome God! my Guardian Angels ! tell, 
What thus infatuates ? W hat Inchantment plants 
The Phantom of an Age 'twixt us, and Death _ 
Already at the Door? Heknocks, we hear him, 
And yet we will not hear. What Mail defends 
Our untouch'd Hearts? What Miracle turns of 
The pointed Thought, which from a thouſand Quivers 
I; daily darted, and is daily ſnunn'd? 
: ot oung' s Night T, * 
M.uſt 
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Muſt I then forward only look for Death) 
Backward I turn my Eye, and find him there. 
Man is a Self- ſurvivor every Year. 
Man, like a Stream, is in perpetual Flow. 
Death's a Deſtroyer of quotidian Prey. nc 
My Youth, my Noon-tide, his; my Yeſterday ; 
The bold Invader ſhares the preſent Hour. 
Each Moment on the former ſhuts the Grave. 
While Man is growing, Life is in Decreaſe; yt 
And Cradles rock us neares to the Tomb. 
Our Birth is nothing but our Death begun; 
As Tapers waſte, that Inſtant they take Fire. 
Young's Night Thought, 
Ye Partners of my Fault, and my Decline, 
Thoughtleſe of Death, but when your Neighbour's Ku 
(Rude Viſitant I) knocks hard at your dull Senſe, 
And with ite Thunder ſcarce obtains your Far! W. 
Be Death your Theme, in every Place and Hour 5 Shi 
No longer want ye monumental Sires 
A Brother's Tomb, to tell you you ſhall die : 
That Death you dread: (ſo great is Nature's Skill !) 
Know, you ſhall court, before you ſhall enjoy. 
Young's Night Thoughts 
Fix'd is the Term to all the Race of Earth, 
And ſuch the hard Condition of our Birth; 
No Force can then reſiſt, nv Flight can ſave ; 
All fall alike, the Fearful and the Brave. 
| | Pope's Iliad 
What makes all this, but Jupiter, the King, 
At whoſe Command ye periſh, and we ſpring ? 


Tha 
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hen 'tis our beſt, fince thus ordain'd to die, 
o make a Virtue of Neceſlity : 
ike what he gives, fince to rebel is vain ; 
he Bad grows better, which we well ſuſtain. 
nd could we chufe the Time, and chuſe aright, 
Tis beſt to die, our Honour at the Height, 
When we have done our Anceſtors no Shame, 
ut ſerv'd our Friends, and well ſecur d our Fame. 
Then ſhould we wiſh our happy Life to cloſe, 
\nd leave no more for Fortune to diſpoſe _ « 
o ſhould we make our Deatk a glad Relief 
rom future Shame, from'Sickneſs, and from Grief z 
njoying, while we live, the preſent Hour, 
Ind dying in our Excellence and Flow'r. | 
zen round our Death-bed ev ry Friend ſhould run, 
And joy us of our Conqueſt eas ly won: 
While the malicious World; with envious Tears, 
Should grudge our happy End, and wiſh it theirs, 
Drydin's Pal. & 2 

When Honour's loſt, tis = Relief to die: 
Death's but a ſure Retreat from Infamy. 

Ws 245 Garth's Difpen/ary. 
Tis to the Vulgar Death tos harſh appears: 
The Ill we feel is only in our Fears. # 
To die is Landing on ſome ſilent Shore, | 
Where Billows never break, | nor Tempeſts roar ; c 
E're well we feel the friendly Stroke; tis o'er. 
The Wiſe thro* Thought th* Inſults of Death defy, 
Tae Fools through bleſs'd-Inſenfubility.. 


TT 
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"Tis what the Guilty fear, the Pious crave, . 
Sought by the Wretch, and vanquiſh'd by the Brave: 
It eaſes Lovers, ſets the Captives free; 
And, though a TT offers Liberty. 
Garth's Diſpenſaq. 
Why are we then ſo fond of mortal Life, 
Beſet with Dangers, and maintain'd with Strife ? 
A Life which all our Care can never ſave ; 
One Fate attends us, and one common Grave. 
Beſides, we tread but a perpetual Round, 
We ne'er ſtrike out, but beat the former Ground, . 
And the ſame Monkiſh Joys in the ſame TIX are 
found. | 
For ftill we think an abſent Bleſſing beſt, 
Which cloys, and is no Blefling, when poſſeſt; 
A new ariſing Wiſh expels it from the Breaſt, 
The feveriſh Thirſt of Life increaſes till, 
We call for more, and more, and never have our Fil; 
Yet know not what To-morrow we ſhall try, 
What Dregs of Life in the laſt Draught may lie : 
Nor by the longeſt Life we ſhall attain | 
One Moment from the Length of Death we gain; | 
For all behind belongs to his eternal Reign, 
When once the Fates have cut the mortal Thread, 
The Man as much to all Intents is dead, _ 
Who dies To-day, and will as long be ſo, 


As he who dy'd a thouſand Years ago. | 
Dryden's Lucreti. | 


D E A T.H-B E D. 


The Chamber where the good Man meets his Fate, 
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privileg'd beyond the common Walk © ; 
f virtuous Life, quite in the Verge of Heav'n. 
ly, ye Profane ! if not, draw near with Awe, 
eceive the Blefling, and adore the Chance, 
hat threw in this Betheſda your Diſeaſe ; 
unreſtor d by this, deſpair your Cure. 
or, here, reſiſtleſs Demonſtration dwells ; 
| Death-bed's a Detector of the Heart. 
ere tir d Diſſimulation drops her Maſque, 
bro' Life's Grimace, that Miſtreſs of the Scene ! 
ere Real, and Apparent, are the ſame. * 
ou ſee the Man; you ſee his Hold on Heav'n; 
f ſound his Virtue ;. as Philander's ſound, 
eav'n waits not the laſt Moment; owns her Friends, 
Dn this Side Death ; and points them out to Men, 
Lecture filent, but of ſov'reign Pow'r ! 
o Vice, Confuſion; and to Virtue, Peace. 
| Young's Night Thoughts. | 
DEITY. Se GOD. 
Oh, for a Teleſcope, his Throne to reach 
ell me, ye Learn'd on Earth, or Bleſs'd Above = 
e Searching, ye Newtonian Angels ! tell, 
here your great Maſter's Orb ? His Planets where? 
hoſe conſcious Satellites, thoſe Morning-Stars, 
Firſt. born of Deity ! from central Love. 
Young's Night . 
D E L U G } ; | L 
Not half ſo fierce the foaming Deluge bounds, 
And burſts reſiſtleſs o'er the levell'd Mounds ; 


Pours 


| Sweeps Herds, and Hinds, CEE 


JT 0o ſofter Airs reſign'd the Weſtern Heav'n. 


From ev'ry Region of the fartheſt Eaſt ; 


And dark'ning Storms low'r in the ſluggiſh Air, 


Condens d at length, the ſpouted Torrents pour, 
Earth ſmoaks, and rattles with the . Show't 
| Jove's forky Fires are rarely ſeen to fly ; 
Such fading Colours, or ſo maim'd a Bow: 
She ſtaop'd to drink from Ocean's briny Stream: 


Again the falling Waters ſought the Main. 


166 DEL The Dertaiting Compatin 
Pours down the Vale, and, roaring o'er the Plain, 


Pitts vi 
The Moon her Monthly Courſe had now begun, 
And with increaſing Horns forſook the Sun; 
When Boreas, by Night's Silver Empreſs driv'n, 


Then with warm Breezes gentler Eurus came, 
Glowing with India's and Arabia's Flame, 
'The ſweeping Winds the gath'ring Vapours pref 


Nor hang they heavy on the midway Sky, 
But ſpeedy to Heſperia driving fly. 

To Calpe's Hill the ſluicy Rains repair, 
From North and South the Clouds aſſemble there, 


4a 


Where Weſtern Skies the utmoſt Ocean bound, 
The wat'ry Treaſures heap the Welkin round : 
Thither they crowd, and, ſcanted in the Space, 
Scarce between Heaven and Earth can find a Place. 


Extinguiſh'd in the Deluge, ſoon they die ; 
Nor e&'er before did dewy Iris ſhow - 


Unvary'd by the Light's refracting Beam, 
Then to the dropping Sky reſtor'd the Rain: 


3 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. DEL 
\ firſt the cov ring Snow began to flow 
n off the Pyrenean's hoary Brow ; 
re Hills of Froſt a thouſand Ages ald, 
which the Summer Suns had-vainly roll'd, 
melting, ruſh from ev'ry Side amain, 
1! :v'ry Brook, and deluge all the Plain. 
| now o'er Czſar's Camp the Torrents ſweep, 
r down the Works, and fill the Trenches deep. 
e Men and Arms in mix'd Confufion.ſwim, 
| hollow Tents drive with ch' impetuous Stream; 
in the ſpreading Floods the Land- markes lie. 
can the Forager his Way deſcry. 
Beaſts for Food the floating Paſtures yield, 
Herbage riſes in che wat'ry Field. 
 Rowe's Lucan, 
expanded Waters gather-on the Plain, 
y float the Field, and over-top the Grain : 
, ruſhing onwards with a ſweeping-Sway, 
; Flocks, and Folds, and lab'ring Hinds away: 
ſafe their Dwellings were; for, ſapp'd by Floods, 
ir Houſes fell upon their Houſhold Gods. 
ſolid Piles, too ſtrongly built to fall, 
th o'er their Heads, behold a wat'ry Wall. 
Seas and Earth were in Confufion loſt : 
Vorld of Waters, and without à Coaſt. 
climbs a Cliff, one in his Boat is borne, : 
| ploughs above, where late he ſow'd: his Corn, 
ers 0'er Chimney Tops and Turrets-row, 
| drop their Anchors on the: Meads below: 


— 
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And wand'ring Dolphins o'er the Palace glide; 


The frighted Wolf now ſwims among the dr, 7 


| Deſpair of Land, and drop into the Main. 


aa 7˙-• » — 
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| Mean while the South-wind roſe; and wich black . 
Wide hov'ring, all the Clouds together drove 


"Vapour, and Exhalation duſk and moiſt 


= CR, oro OE EI EI 6,11 OR, —_ 
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MN 


Or, downward driven, bruiſe the tender Vine ; 
Or, toſt aloft, are knock'd againſt a Pine. Mi; 
And, where of late the Kids had eropp'd the Gra 
The Monſters of the Deep now take their Place. 
Inſulting Nereids on the Cities ride, 2 


On Leaves and Maſts of mighty Oaks they brow, | MN 
And their broad Fins entangle in the Boughs, ee 


The yellow Lion wanders in the Deep: 

His rapid Force no longer helps the Boar; 
The Stag ſwims faſter than he ran before: 

The Fowls, long beating on their Wings in vain, 


Now Hills and Vales no more Diſtinction know, ppe 
And levell'd Nature lies oppreſs 'd with Woe, 
Ds 

Hence, in old Juſky * a Deluge came: be 
When the deep cleft diſparting Orb, that arch'd * 
The central Waters round, impetuous ruſh'd, 1 
With univerſal Burſt, into the Gulph, _ 
And o'er the high pil'd Hills of fractur'd Earth be; 
Wide daſh'd the Waves, in Undulation vaſt 3 | 
Till, from the Center to the ſtreaming Clouds, 
A ſhoreleſs Ocean tumbled round the Globe. blivia 
 T homſon's Su) 


From under Heav'n ; the Hills to their Supply, 


= 
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nt up amain : And now the thicken'd Sky, 
ike a dark Ceiling, ſtood. Down ruſh'd the Rain 
npetuous, and continu'd till the Earth 
Jo more was ſeen: The floating Veſſel ſwam, 
ſp-lifted ; and ſecure, with beaked Prow, 
ade tilting o'er the Waves ; all Dwellings elſe 
ood overwhelm'd, and them, with all their Pomp, 
Jeep under Water rol{'d : Sea cover'd Sea: © 
2 without Shore! And in their Places, | 
here Luxury lately reign'd, Sea Monſters whelp'd, 
d ſtabled : Of Mankind, ſo num'rous late, 
left in one ſmall Bottom ſwam embark'd, 
J Milton's Paradiſe Loft. 
DELUSION. 
pos dito him, Deluſion plies her Part, 
ith Skin of borrow'd Snow, and Bluſh of Art, 
th hypocritic Fawn, and Eyes aſkance, 
V hence ſoft Infection ſteals in ev'ry Glance. 
er faithleſs Hand preſents a cryſtal Bowl, 
hoſe pois'nous Draught intoxicates the Soul. 
or and Ignorance infus'd, compoſe 
be fatal Bev'rage which her Fraud beſtows. 
| Scott's Table of Ceber. 
D ESPAIR. 128 
liva here in Solitude he found, 
er down-caſt Eyes fix'd on the ſilent Ground 
er Dreſs neglected, and unbound her Hair, 
cem d the mournful Image of Deſpair. 


Gab Diſdenſary. * 
VOL, I. = >. Awake 


OY 


170 DES The Entertaining Companies: 
Awake my Muſe ! the ſoft Sicilian Strain : 
Ah! can no laſt, no darling Hope remain, 
Round which my Soul with all her Strength may tui 
And tho” but flatter'd, call the Treaſure mine? 
Wretch ! to the Charmer's Sphere can'ſt thou aſcend, 
Or dar'ſt thou fancy ſhe to thine will bend? 
Say, ſhall the chirping Graſhopper aſſume 
The varied Accent and the ſoaring Plume; 
Or ſhall that Oak, the talleſt of his Race, 
Stoop to his Root, and meet yon Shrub's Embrace 
Awake my Muſe ! the ſoft Sicilian Strain: 
'Thoſe pallid Cheeks how long ſhall Sorrow ſtain ? 
Well I remember, O my Soul, too well, 
When in the Snare of Fate I thoughtleſs fell: 
Languid and fick, ſhe ſought the diſtant Shade, 
Where, led by Love or Deſtiny, I ſtray'd: 
There, from the Nymph retir'd, depreſs'd ſhe lay, 
To unremitting Pain a ſmiling Prey : 
 Ev'n then I ſaw her, as an Angel bright; 
I ſaw, I lov'd, I periſh'd at the Sight; 
J figh'd, I bluſh'd, I gaz'd with fix'd Surprize, 
And all my Soul hung raptur'd in my Eyes. Blackid, 
Ah! prompt to Hope, forbear thy fruitleſs Strain; 
'Thy Hopes are frantic, and thy Lays are vain. 
Say, can thy Song appeaſe the ſtormy Deep, 
Or lull th' impetuous Hurricane aſleep ? 
'Thy Numbers then her ſtedfaſt Soul may move, 
And change the Purpoſe of determin'd Love. 
Die, Colin, die, nor groan with Life oppreft, 
Another Image triumphs in her Breaſt! 
Anoche 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. DES 171 
\nother ſoon ſhall call thy Fair his own, 
And Heav'n ang Fate ſeem pleas'd their Vows to crown. 


in Blactlbet. 
The Houſe I ay ampel; d by wild Dee 
«if my Griefs can only find me there. 
it to the World, through lonely Fields I rove ; 
ain Wiſh to fly from Deſtiny and Love 
y wayward Frenzy's reſtleſs Impulſe led, 
hrough devious Wilds, with heedleſs Coarſe, I tread : 
he Cave remote, the duſky Wood explore, 
here human Step was ne'er impreſs'd before: 
\nd, with the native Accents of Deſpair, 
atigue the conſcious Rocks, and deſert Air. 
Lind Echo, faithful to my Plaints alone, 
ighs all my Sighs, and groans to ev'ry Groan. 
[he Streams, familiar, to the Voice of Woe, . 
ach mournful Sound remurmur as they flow. 
Oft on ſome Rock diſtracted I complain, 
Fhich hangs projected o'er the ruffled Main: 
Dit view the azure Surges, as they roll, 
And to deaf Storms effuſe my frantic Soul. BlackJock, 
— — Then let's together, 
ull of our Guilt, diſtracted where to rom, 
ike the firſt wretched Pair, expell'd their Paradiſe : 
et's ind ſome Place where Adders neſt in Winter, 
dathſome and venomous ; where Poiſons bang, 
ike Gums, againſt the Walls : Where Witches meet 
Night, and feed upon ſome pamper'd Imp, 
at with the Blood of Babes; there we inhabit, 
nd live up to the Height of Deſperation: : 


Is © Deeſire 


She tow'rs majeſtic, as ſhe leads the Dance: 


172 DIA The Entertaining Companian: 
Defire ſhall languiſh like a withering Flower; 
And no Diſtinction of the Sex be thought on; 
Horrors ſhall fright me from thoſe pleaſing Harms, 
And I'll no more be caught with Beauty's Charms; 
But when I'm dying, take me in thy Arms, | 
4 | . s Orpha, 
DEVOTION. See PRAYER. 
DIAMOND. ; 
Tho' the ſame Sun with all diffuſive Rays, 
Bluſh in the Roſe, and in the Di'mond blaze; Di 
We prize the ftronger Efforts of his Pow'r, 
And juſtly ſet the Gem above the Flow'r. 


Pope s Aue E he 

DIANA. h 

As on Eurota's Banks, or Cynthus' Heads, Th 
A thouſand beauteous Nymphs Diana leads ; Dis 


While round their quiver'd Queen the Choirs advance, 


She moves in Pomp ſuperior to the reſt, 
And ſecret N touch Latona's Breaſt. 


Nig 
Pitt's Vini. 4 
O Goddeſs ! Hunter of the Woodland Green, In tl 


To whom both Heav'n and Earth and Seas are ſeen; 
Queen of the nether Skies, where half the Year. _ 
Thy Silver Beams deſcend, and light the gloomy Spher 


Thy Vot'reſs from my tender Years, I am, | onf 


And love, like thee, the Woods and Sylvan Game. 
Thou Goddeſs, by thy triple Shape art ſeen, - 
In — Earth, 1 and every - where a Queen. 
Dryden's Pal. & 4 
Dian 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. DIS 173 
diana thus on Cynthia's ſhady Top, 

Dr by Eurota's Stream, leads to the Chace 

er Virgin Train : A thouſand lovely Nymphs, 

Of Form Celeſtial all, troop by her Side; 

\midſt a thouſand Nymphs the Goddeſs ſtands confe(s'd, 
n Beauty, Majeſty, and Port Divine, 

Supreme and eminent. 


1 | Rowe's Ulyſſes: 
 DISCORD 
Diſcord, dire Siſter of the ſlaught'ring Pow'r ! 

small of her Birth, but riſing ev'ry Hour: 

bile ſcarce the Skies her horrid Head can bound, 

She ſtalks on Earth, and ſhakes the World around : 

he Nations bleed, where - e er her Steps ſhe turns, 
The Groan ſtill deepens, and the Combat burns. 
Diſcord doth ever haunt, with hideous Mien, 

hoſe dire Abodes where Hymen once has been. 


Garth's 6 
DISEASE. 
Nigh the Receſs of Chaos and dull Day, 
here Death maintains his dread tyrannic Sway, 
In the cloſe Covers of a Cypreſs Grove, 
here Goblins friſk, and Airy Spectres rove ; 
awns a dark Cave moſt formidably wide, 
ind there the Monarch's Triumphs are deſcry'd. 
onfus'd and wildly huddled to the Eye, 
he Beggar's Pouch and princely Purple lie: 
Dim Lamps with fickly Rays ſcarce ſeem to glow, 
viohs heave in mournful Moans, and Tears o'erflow. 
| — WY 1, od 
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174 DIS The Entertaining Cumpamom: 
Old mould'ring Urns, pale Fear, and dark Diſtreſi, 
Make up the frightful Horror of the Place. 
Within its dreadful Jaws thoſe Furies wait, 
Which execute the harſh Decrees of Fate. 
Febris is firſt, the Hag relentleſs hears 

The Virgin's Sighs, and ſees the Infant's Tears, 
In her parch'd Eye-balls fiery Meteors reign, 
And reſtleſs Ferments revel in each Vein. 


Then Hydrops next appears among the Throng, 


Bloated and big, ſhe lowly ſails along: 
But, like a Miſer, in Exceſs ſhe's poor, 


And pines or thirſts amidſt her wat'ry Store. 


Now loathſome Lepra, that offenſive Spright, 


With foul Eruptions ſtain'd, offends the Sight: 


She's deaf to Beauty's ſoft perſuaſive Pow'r,. 
Nor can bright Hebe's Charms her Bloom ſecure. 
Whilſt meagre Phthiſis gives a ſilent Blow, 
Her Strokes are ſure, but her Advances flow : 


No loud Alarms, nor fierce Aſſaults are ſnown; 


She ſtarves the Fortreſs firſt, then takes the Town. 


Behind ſtood Crowds of more inferior Fame, 


Too num'rous to repeat, too foul to name; 
The Vaſſals of their Monarch's Tyranny, 
Who, at his Nod, on fatal Errands fly. 
* Garth's Di. enſan 


Diſeaſe, thou ever moſt propitious Pow r, 


Whoſe kind Indulgences we taſte each Hour; 
Thou well can'ſt boaſt thy num'rous Pedigree, 
Begot by Sloth, maintain'd by Luxury. 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. DOV 175 
j gilded Palaces thy Proweſs reigns, 

ut flies the humble Sheds of Cottage-Swains. 
ro you ſuch Might and Energy belong, 
ou nip the Blooming, and unnerve the Strong. 
rte purple Conqueror in Chains you bind, 

lad are to us Phyſicians only kind. 

und in Return all Diligence we pay, 

To fix your Empire, and confirm your Sway. 


| Garth's Difpenſary. 
DISSENSION. 


iſenfions, like ſmall Streams, at firſt begun, 
Scarce ſeen they riſe, but gather as they run: 
jo Lines that from their Parallel decline, 
More they advance, the: more they ſtill disjoin. 


| Garth's Diſpenſary. 
D OG. oo. EE, 


d faithful Dogs their Fleecy Charge maintain, 

Fith Toil protected from the prowling Train; 

hen the gaunt Lioneſs with Hunger bold, x 
rings from the Mountains t'wards the guarded Fold. 
Tbro' breaking Woods her ruſling Courſe they hear; 
2ud, and more loud, the Clamours ſtrike their Ear 

Vf Hounds and Men; they ſtart, they gaze around, 
Watch ev'ry Side, and turn to ev'ry Sound. 

Pope's Iliad. 


2 


Do R. 
in her Neſt, within ſome Cavern hung, 

de Dove ſits trembling o'er her callous Young ; 

ill rous'd at laſt by ſome impetuous Shock, 

ie ſtarts ſurpriz'd, and beats around the Rock ; 

I, | Then 


ln 
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Then to the open Field for Refuge flies, 
And the free Bird expatiates in the Skies : 
Her Pinions pois'd, through liquid Air ſhe ſprings, 
And ſmoothly glides, nor moves her levell'd Wings 
| Pitt's Virgil 
The Stock-Dove only through the Foreſt cooes, 
Mournfully hoarſe ; oft ceaſing from his Plaint, 
Short Interval of weary Woe | Again 
The ſad Idea of his murther'd Mate, 
Struck from his Side by ſavage Fowler's Guile, 
| Acroſs his Fancy comes; and then reſounds 
A louder Song of Sorrow through the Grove. 
= Thomfon's Stjn, 
O'er the whole homely Scene, the cooing Dove 
Flies thick in amorous Chace, and wanton rolls 
The glancing Eye, and turns the changeful Neck. 
|  Thomfon's Seaſin 
EW 
And you, ye Dragons ! of the ſcaly Race, 
Whom glittering Gold and ſhining Armours grace; 
In other Nations harmleſs are you found ; 
Their Guardian Genii and Proteftors own'd ; . 
In Afric only are you fatal ; there, 
On wide expanded Wings, ſublime you rear 
Your dreadful Forms, and drive the yielding Air. * 
The lowing Kine in Droves you chace, and cull 
Some Maſter of the Herd, ſome mighty Bull. 
Around his ſtubborn Sides your Tails you twiſt, 
By Force compreſs, and burſt his brawny Chelt. 


—_— 
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Not Elephants are by their larger Size 
Secure, but with the reſt, become your Prize. 
Reſiſtleſs in your Might, you all invade, 
And for Deſtruction need not Poiſon” s Aid. 

Rowe's Lucan. 
DREAMS 
O curs'd, dear Horrors of all-conſcious Night 
How glowing Guilt exalts the keen Delight ! 
Provoking Demons all Reſtraint remove, 
And ſtir within me ev'ry Source of Love. 
] hear thee, view thee, gaze on all thy Charms, 
And round thy Phantom glue my claſping Arms. 
I wake : — No more I hear, no more I view, 
The Phantom flies me, as unkind as you, 
] call aloud ; it hears not what I ſay : 
I iretch my empty Arms; it glides away. 
To dream once more I cloſe my willing Eyes; 
Ye ſoft Illufions, dear Deceits, ariſe ! | 
Alas, no more] methinks we wand'ring go 
Through dreary Waſtes, and weep each other's Woe, - 
Where round ſome mould'ring Tow'r pale Ivy creeps, 
And low-brow'd Rocks hang nodding o er the Deeps. 
Sudden you mount, you beckon from the Skies; 
louds interpoſe, Waves roar, and Winds ariſe. 
I firiek, tart up, the ſame ſad Proſpect find, 
ind wake to all the Griefs I left behind. 
Pope's Eloiſa to valle. 
the laſt Image of that troubled Heap, 
Vicn Senſe ſubſides, and Fancy ſports in ads 
„ (Tho' 


178 DRE The Entertaining Companion : 
(Tho' paſt the Recollection of the Thought) 
Becomes the Stuff of which our Dream is end 
Pope's Moral Eſa, 
All Dreams 
Are from Repletion and Complexion bred, 
And rifing Fumes of indigeſted Food, 
And noxious Humours that infe& the Blood. 
When Choler overflows, then Dreams are bred 
Of Flames, and all the Family of Red: 
Red Dragons and red -Beaſts in Sleep we view, 
For. Humours are diftinguiſh'd. by their Hue. 
From hence we dream of War, and warlike Things, 
And Waſps and Hornets with their double Wings; 
Choler aduſt congeals our Blood with Fear, - 
Then black Bulls toſs us, and black Devils tear. 
In ſanguine Airy Dreams aloft we bound; 


With Rheums oppreſs'd, we fink in Rivers drown'd. 4 
Thus each preſides, as each becomes ſupreme, A 
The a Humour makes the Dream. Ri 

Drydin's Cock and n :. 
When heavy Sleep hath clos'd the Sight, 

And ſickly Fancy labours in the Night; | 

We ſeem to-run, and deſtitute of Force, le 

Our ſinking Limbs forſake us in the Courſe *: An 

In vain we heave for Breath, in vain we cry, In 1 

The Nerves unbrac'd their uſual Strength deny, Wo 
And on the Tongue the ee Accents die. To 

| | Dryden's Ji irgil Will 

Dreams are but Interludes which Fancy makes : Wp 

rok 


When Monarch Reaſon ſleeps, this  Mimic wakes; 
ue? 


compounds a Medley of disjointed Things, 
A Mob of Coblers, and a Court of Kings: 

Light Fumes are merry, groſſer Fumes are ſad'; | 
Both are the reaſonable Soul run mad ; 

And many monſtrous Forms in Sleep we ſee, 

That never were, Or are, or e'er can be. 
Sometimes forgotten Things, long caſt behind; 
Ruſh forward in the Brain, and come to Mind ; 
The Nurſe's Legends are for Truths receiv'd, 

And the Man dreams but what the Boy beliey'd. 


The Night reſtores our Actions done by Day: 

As Hounds in Sleep will open for their Prey. 

In fort, the Farce of Dreams is of a Piece, 
Chimera's all, and more abſurd or leſs. 


As he who in a e with Draught is curſt, 
And finds no real Drink to quench his Thirſt, 
Runs to imagin'd Lakes his Heat to ſteep, 

And my ſwills, — labours in his Sleep. 


DRI N KING. 

lane I lik'd it not: Twas Rage, twas Noiſe ;. 
An Airy Scene of tranſitory Joys. a 
In vain I truſted, that the flowing Bowl 
Would baniſh Sorrow, and enlarge the Soul. | 
To the late Revel, and diſtracted Feaſt, 3 
Wild Dreams ſucceeded; and diſorder'd Reſt; 
And as at Dawn of Morn fair Reaſon's Light 
_ through the Fumes and Phantomsof the N ight; 

| 16 | 
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Sometimes we but rehearſe a former Play, 7 


Dryden's Cock and Fux. 


Dryden's Lueretivs.. 


What 


. FP 
— 
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To an ambiguous Word's perverted Senſe, 


Mem'ry conſus'd, and interrupted Thought, 
Death's Harbingers, lie latent in the Draught: 
And in the Flow'rs that wreath the ſparkling Bowl, 
Fell Adders hiſs, and Pois nous * rol. 


What had been ſaid, I afk'd my Soul, what done; 
How flow'd our Mirth, and whence the Source begun? 
Perhaps the Jeſt, that charm'd the ſprightly Crowd, 
And made the jovial Table laugh ſo loud, 

To ſome falſe Notion ow'd its poor Pretence, 


_— 


To a wild Sonnet, or a wanton Air, 
Offence and Torture to the ſober Ear. 
Perhaps alas! the pleaſing Stream was brought 
From this Man's Error, from another's Fault; 
From Topics which Good-nature would forget, 
And Prudence mention with the laſt Regret. 

And yet unnumber'd Ills that lie unſeen - 
In the pernicious Draught; the Word obſcene, 
Or harſh, which once elanc'd, muſt ever fly 
Irrevocable ; the too prompt Reply, 
Seed of ſevere Diſtruſt, and fierce Debate: 
What we ſhould ſhun, and what we ought to hate. 
Add too the Blood impoveriſh'd, and the Courſe 
Of Health ſuppreſs d, by Wine's continual Force. 
Unhappy Man! whom Sorrow thus and Raga 
To diff rent Ills alternately engage. 
Who drink alas! but to forget ; nor ſees 
That melancholy Sloth, ſevere Diſeaſe, 


„ Re hee. He be 
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Prior's Solon. 
DR U1DS 
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DRUIDS. 

Then Druids now, while Arms are heard no more, I 
Old Myſteries and barb'rous Rites reſtore: | 
A Tribe who ſingular Religion love, | 1 
And haunt the lonely Coverts of the Grove. 

To theſe, and theſe of all Mankind alone, 1 
The Gods are ſure reveal'd, or ſure unknown. | | j 
If dying Mortals Dooms they ſing aright, 1 


Vo Ghoſts deſcend to dwell in dreadful Night : : 


No parting Souls to griſly Pluto go, | | | 

Nor ſeek the dreary filent Shades below ; = 

But forth they fly immortal in their Kind, 

And other Bodies in new Worlds they find. 

Thus Life for ever runs its endleſs Race, 

And like a Line Death but divides the Space; 

A Stop which can but for a Moment laſt; 

A Point between the future and the paſt. 5 

Thrice happy they beneath their Northern Skies, 

Who, that worſt Fear, the Fear of Death deſpiſe 

Hence they no Cares for this frail Being feel, 

But ruſh undaunted on the pointed Steel; 

Provoke approaching Fate, and bravely ſcorn 

To ſpare that Life which muf fo ſoon return. 
Rowe's Lacan, 


DU L NESS. 
In eldeſt Time, e're Mortals writ or read, 
E're Pallas iſſu'd from the Thund'rer's Head, 
Dulneſs o'er all poſſeſs d her ancient Right, 
Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night: 
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Fates in their Dotage this fair Idiot gave, 
Groſs as her Sire, and as her Mother grave, 
Laborious, heavy, buſy, bold, and blind, 

She rul'd, in native a the Mind. 


Pope's Dunciad, 
In ale Majeſty here Dulneſs ſhone ; 


Four Guardian Virtues, round, ſupport her Throne: 


Fierce Champion, Fortitude, that knows no Fears 
Of Hiſles, Blows, or Want, or Loſs of Ears: 
Calm Temperance, whoſe Bleſſings this partake, 


| Who hunger and who thirſt for Scribbling Sake: 


Prudence. whoſe Glaſs preſets th* approaching Jail: 
Poetic Juſtice, with her lifted Scale, | 

Where, in nice Balance, Truth with Gold ſhe weigh, 
And ſolid "OY againſt empty Praiſe, 
Piope's Duncidd, 


She mounts the Throne: Her Head a Cloud conceal'l, 
In broad Effulgence all below reveal'd; 


 ('Tis thus aſpiring Dulneſs never ſhines) 


Soft on her Lap her Laureat Son reclines, 

Beneath her Footſtool Silence groans in Chains, 
And Wit dreads Exile, Penalties and Pains. 
There foam'd rebellious Logic, gagg'd and bound, 


There, ſtripp'd, fair Rhet'ric languiſh'd on the Ground | 


His blunted Arms by Sophiſtry are borne, 
And ſhameleſs Billingſgate her Robes adorn, 
Morality, by her falſe Guardians drawn, 
Chicane in Furs, and Caſuiſtry in Lawn, 


Graſps, as they ſtreighten at each End the Cord, 
And dies, when Dulneſs gives her Page the Word. 


Ma 


— 
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lad Matheſis alone was unconfin'd, | 

do mad for mere material Chains to bind 8 

low to pure Space lifts her extatic Stare, _ 

Now running round the Circle, finds it ſquare. 

But held in ten-fold Bonds the Muſes lie, 

Vatch'd both by Envy's and by Flatt'ry's Eye. 

There to her Heart ſad Tragedy addreſt 

The Dagger wont to pierce the Tyrant's Breaſt ; 

But ſober. Hiſtory reſtrain'd her Rage, 

And promis'd Vengeance on a barb'rous Age. 

There ſunk Thalia, nerveleſs, cold, and dead, 


tiad. 


ail: Had not her Siſter Satire held her Head. 
Pope's — 
ohs, in he 1 pow 
ot Temple of DULN ESS. 
al, In Ireland's wild uncultivated Plains, 
id, Where torpid Sloth and foggy Dulneſs reigns, 


Full many a Fen infeſt the putrid Shore, 
And many a Gulph the melancholy Moor. 
Let not the Stranger in theſe Regions ſtray, 
Dark is the Sky, and perilous the Way; 
Beneath his Footſteps ſhakes the trembling Ground, 
Denſe Fogs and Exhalations hover round ; g 
And with black Clods the tender Turf is crown'd. 

Here ſhould'ſt thou rove, by Fate's ſevere Command, 
And ſafely reach the Center of the Land ; = 
Thine Eyes ſhall view with Horror and Surprise | Rv 


The Fane of Dulneſs of enormous Size, 
Lnerging from the ſable Cloud ariſe. : | 
| A leaden 
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A leaden Tow'r uprears its heavy Head, 
Vaſt leaden Arches preſs the ſlimy Bed, | 
The ſoft Soil ſwells beneath the Load of Lead. 
Old Matter here erected his Abode, 
At Folly's Impulſe, to the flothful God. 
And here the Drone lethargic loves to ſtay, 
Slumb'ring the dull, inactive Hours away; 
For ſtill, unleſs by Foreign Force impreſt, 
The languid Goddeſs holds her State of Reſt. 
Their Habitation here thoſe Monſters keep, 
Whom Matter father'd on the God of Sleep : 
Here Zoilus, with cank'ring Envy pale, 
Here Mzvius bids his Brother Bavius, Hail ; 
Spinoza, Epicure, and all thoſe Mobs 
Of wicked Wits, from Pyrrho dawn to Hobbs. 
How can the Muſe recount the num'rous Crew 
Of frequent Fools that crowd upon the View ? 
Nor can learn'd Albion's Sun, that burns ſo clear, 
Diſperſe the Dulneſs that involves them here. 
Boetia thus remain'd, in Days of Yore, 
Senſeleſs and ſtupid, tho' the neighb'ring Shore 
Afforded ſalutary Hellebore : 
No Cure exhal'd from Zephyr's buxome Breeze, 
That gently bruſh'd the Boſom of the Seas, 
As oft to Leſbian Fields he wing'd his Way, | 
Fanning fair Flora, and in airy Play 
Breath'd balmy Sighs, that melt the Soul away. 
| Behold that Portico ! how vaſt, how wide! 
The Pillars Gothic, wrought with barb'rous Pride: 
| Four 
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Four monflrous Shapes before the Portal wait, | 
Of horrid Aſpect, Cent'ry to the Gate: 

Lo! in the Entrance, with diſdainful Eye, 
In Logic's dark Diſguiſe, ſtands Sophiltry : 

Her very Front would common Senſe confound, 
Encompaſs'd with ten Categories round: 

She from old Matter, the great Mother, came, 
By Birth the eldeſt, and how like the Dame! 
Her ſhrivel'd Skin, ſmall Eyes, prodigious Pate, 
Denote her ſhrewd and ſubtle in Debate. 

This Hand a Net, and that ſuſtains a Club, 

T' entangle her Antagoniſt, or drub. | 
The Spider's Toils, all o'er her Garments ſpread, | 
Imply the mazy Errors of her Head. 

Behold her marching with Funereal Pace, 

Slow as old Saturn rolls through boundleſs Space: 
Slow as the mighty Mountains mov'd along, 

When Orpheus rais'd the Lyre-attending Song : 
| Or as at Oxford, on ſome gaudy Day, 
Fat Beadles, in magnificent Array, | 

With big round Bellies bear the pond'rous Treat, 
And heavily lay on, with the vaſt Load of Meat. 
The next, mad Mathefis ; her Feet all bare, 
Uogirt, untrimm'd, with diſſoluted Hair: 

No foreign Object can her Thoughts disjoint Fl 
Reclin'd ſhe fits, and ponders o'er a Point. 

Before her, lo ! inſerib'd upon the Ground, h 
Strange Diagrams th' aſtoniſh'd Sight confound, 
Right Lines and Curves, with Figures ſquare and 
| round, 55 


With 
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With theſe the Monſter arrogant and vain, 

Boaſts that ſhe'can all Myſteries explain, | 

And treats the ſacred Siſters with Diſdain. 

She, when great Newton ſought his Kindred Skies, 

Sprung high in Air, and ſought with him to riſe, 

In vain —The Mathematic Mob reſtrains 

Her Flight, indignant, and on Earth detains ; 

E're ſince the Captive Wretch her Brains employs 

On trifling-Trinkets, and in gewgaw Toys. 
Microphile is ſtation'd next in Place, 

The ſpurious Iſſue of Celeſtial Race; 

From Heav'nly Phyſic ſhe did take her Birth, 

Her Sire a Madman of the Sons of Earth ; 

On Flies ſhe pores with keen, unweary'd Sight, 

And Moths and Butterflies her dear Delight; 

Muſhrooms and Flow'rs collected on a String, | 


Around her Neck, around her Temples cling, 
With all the ſtrange Productions of the Spring. 
With greedy Eyes ſhe'll ſearch the World to find n 

Rare, uncouth Animals of ev'ry Kind; 

Whether along the humble Ground they ſtray, | 
Or nimbly ſportive in the Waters play; 

Or through the light Expanſe of Zther fly, 

And with fleet Pinions cleave the liquid Sky. 

Ye Gales that gently breathe upon our Shore, 
Oh ! let the Polypus be wafted o'er ; | 

How will the hollow Dome of Dulneſs ring, 
With what loud Joy receive the wond'rous Thing ? 
Applaufe will rend the Skies, and all around 

The quivering Quagmires bellow back the Sound 5 
3 . W 
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How will Microphile her Joy atteſt, 
And glow with warmer Raptures than An reſt 


This will the curious Crocodile excel, 

The weaving Worm and Silver-thining 5 Shell ; 
No Object e'er will wake her Wonder thus, 

As Polypus, her Darling Polypus.  ' 
Lo! by the Wounds of her creating Knife, 
New Polypuſſes wriggle into Life: Fs 
Faſt as they riſe, ſhe' feeds with ample Stors 


0 


Of once rare Flies, but now eſteem d no more: 


The fourth dire Shape from Mother Matter came, 


Dulneſs her Sire, and Atheiſm is her _— 
In her no Glimpſe of ſacred Senſe appears, 
Depriv'd of Eyes, and deſtitute of Ears: 

And yet ſhe brandiſhes a thouſand Tongues, 


And blaſts the World with Air-infeQting Lungs, 


Curs'd by her Sire, her very Words are Wounds ; 


No Grove re-ecchoes the deteſted Sounds. 
Whate'er ſhe ſpeaks all Nature proves a Lye, 


The Earth, the Heav'ns, the ſtarry ſpungſed ** 


Proclaim the wiſe, eternal Deity. 
The congregated Waves in Mountains driven 
Roar in grand Chorus to the Lord of Heaven. 


Through Skies ſerene the glorious Thunders roll, 


Loudly pronounce the God, and ſhake the ſounding Pole. 


A River murmuring from Lzthean Source, 
Full to the Fane directs its ſleepy Courſe ; 


Here calls the Multitude of Fools to drink. 


N 


Swarming 


n 


The Pow'r of Dulnefs, leaning on the Brink, 
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Swarming they crawl to ſtupify the Skull, 

With frequent Cups contending to be dull. 

Me, let me taſte the ſacred Stream, I cry'd, 

With out- ſtretch'd Arms. — The Muſe my — de- 
ny d. 

And ſav id me 0 the Senſe-intoxicating Tide. 

Smart s Poem. 


5 . Y I N G. 
Vital Spark of Heav'nly Flame ! 
Quit, oh! quit this Mortal Frame: 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, + 
Oh ! the Pain, the Bliſs of Dying! 
Ceaſe, fond Nature, ceaſe thy Strife, 
And let me languiſh into Life; 


Hark ! they whiſper, Angels y. 6 
Siſter Spirit, come away! 
What is this abſorbs me quite, 

Steals my Senſes, ſnuts my Sight, 
Drowns my Spirits, draws my Breath f 
Tell me my Soul, can this be Death ? 


The World recedes, it diſappears ! ! 
Heav'n opens on my Eyes f my Ears 
With Sound Seraphic ring, © 
Lend, Lend your Wings! I mount! I "Ii 
O Grave! where is thy Victory? 8 
O Death f where is thy Sting ? 
; Pope's Dying Chriſlian to Bis Soul 
As full. blown Poppies, overcharg'd with Rain, | 
' Decline their Head, and, drooping, kiſs the Plain 1 
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80 finks the Youth, his beauteous Head depreſs'd 
Beneath bis W drops upon his Breaſt. 
Pope's Mad. 
The Soul Ag ſeeks the Caves of Night, 
And his ſeal'd Eyes for ever loſe the Light; 

With piercing Shrieks the Youth reſigns his Breath, 
His Eye-balls darken with the Shades of Death ; 

And Shades eternal ſettle o'er his Eyes. 4 


| Pope's Dad. 
— _The purple Hand of Death 
can his dim Eyes, and Fate ſuppreſs'd his Breath. 
Pope's Iliad. 
Her Boſom groaning with convulfive Fam, © g 


She ſtrives to raiſe her heavy Lids in vain, 
And, in a Moment, finks and ſwoons again; 
Propp'd on her Elbow, thrice ſhe rear'd her Head, 
And thrice fell back, and fainted on the Bed ; 
Sought with her ſwimming Eyes the golden Light, 
And ſaw the Sun, bur ficken'd at the Sight. 

Pitt's Virgil. 
Our dying Friends come o'er us like a Cloud, 
To damp our brainleſs Ardors; and abate 
That Glare of Life, which often blinds the Wiſe. 
Our dying Friends are Pioneers, to ſmooth 
Our rugged Paths to Death ; to break thoſe Bars 
Of Terror, and Abhorrence, Nature throws | 
Croſs our obſtructed Way; and, thus, to make 
Welcome, as ſafe, our Port from ev'ry Storm. 
| Each Friend by Fate ſnatch'd from us is a Plume 
Pluck'd from the Wing of Human Vanity, 
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which makes us ſtoop from our Aerial Heights, 
And, damp'd with Omen of our own Deceaſe, 
On drooping Pinions of Ambition lower d, 
Juſt ſcim Earth's Surface, e're we break it al 
Oer putrid Pride to ſeratch a little Duſt, 
And ſave the World: A Nuiſance. Smitten Friends 
Are Angels ſent on Errands full of Love; 
For us they languiſh, and for us they die: ._ 
And ſhall they languiſh, ſhall they die in vain ? 
Ungrateful, ſhall we grieve their hov'ring Shades, 
Which wait the Reſolution in our Hearts? 
Shall we diſdain their ſilent, ſoft Addreſs ; 
Their poſthumous Advice, and pious Prayer 
Senſeleſs, as Herds that graze their hallow'd Graves, 
Tread under Foot their Agonies and Groans ; 
Fruſtrate their Anguiſh, and deſiroy their Deaths ? 
ND Night Thought: 


EAGLE. 
OST thou inſtruct the Eagle how to fly, 


To mount the viewleſs Winds, and tow'r the Sky! B 

On ſounding Pinions borne, he ſoars and ſhrouds A 
His proud aſpiring Head among the Clouds ; B 
Strong-pounc'd, and fierce, he darts upon his Prey, A 
He ſails in Triumph through the Ztherial Way; | C 
Bears « on the Sun, and baſks i in open Day. 4 


Brome. 
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As the bold Bird her helpleſs Young attends, - | h 
From Danger guards them, and from Want defends 3 
In Search of Prey ſhe ſprings the ſpacious Air, 
And with th' untaſted Food ſupplies her Care. 1% 
Pope” „ d, 
So when food 's Bird on ſome tall Cedar's Head 
Has a new Race of gen'rous Eaglets bred; 
While yet unplum'd within the Neſt they lie, 
Wary ſhe turns them to the Eaſtern Skyy: 
Then if unequal to the God of Day, ? 


Abaſh'd they ſhrink, and ſhun the potent Ray, 

She ſpurns 'em forth, and caſts 'em quite away : 

But if with daring Eyes unmov'd they gaze, 

Witaſtand the Light, and bear the Golden Blaze; 

Tender ſhe broods em wich a Parent's Love, 

The future Servants of her Maſter Jove. 255 

Appears in Pomp th' Imperial Bird of Jove: 

A Plump of Fowl he ſpies that ſwim the Lakes, 

And o'er their Heads his ſounding Pinions ſhakes | 

Then ſtooping on the faireſt of the Train, 

In his ſtrong Talons truſs'd a Silver Swan: 

But while he lags and labours in his Flight, 

And ſeems to ſcorn the baſe unequal Fight: 

bchold the Daſtard Fowl return anew, 

And with united Force the Foe purſue: 

Clam'rous around the Royal Hawk they fly, 

And thick'ning in a Cloud o'erſhade the Sky . 
. Pages 
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They cuf, they ſcratch, they croſs his Airy Courſe; 
Nor can th' incumber'd Bird ſuſtain their Force; 
But vex'd, not vanquiſh'd, drops the pond'rous Prey, 
And 3 of his Burden wings his Way, 

Dryden's Virgil. 

Jove' g Bird on founding Pinions beats the Skies z 
A bleeding Serpent, of enormous Size, | 
His Talons truſs'd ; alive and curling round, 
He ſtung the Bird, whoſe Throat receiv'd the Wound. 
Mad with the Smart, he drops the fatal Prey, 
In Airy Cireles wings his peaceful Way; 

Floats on the Winds, and rends the Heav'ns with Crie, 
While on the Earth the fallen Serpent lies. 

Dryden s Virgil, 

As when th' Imperial Eagle ſoars on high, 

And bears ſome ſpeckled Serpent through the Sky; 

While her ſharp Talons gripe the bleeding Prey, 

In many a Fold her circling Volumes play. 

Her ſtarting brazen Scales with Horror riſe ; 4 

The ſanguine Flames flaſh dreadful from her Eyes. 


She writhes and hiſſes at her Foe in vain, | Ar 
Who wings at Eaſe the wide Aerial Plain, Ne 
With her ſtrong hooky Beak the Captive plies, W 
And bears the ſtruggling Prey triumphant through the Six 
Skies. - Pitt's Viri. An 

0 | EAR T H. Ob 
Conſider with me this /Etherial Space, Ma 
Yielding to Earth and Sea the middle Place. As 
Anxious I aſk you, how the penſile Ball 0 


Should never ſtrive to riſe, nor ever fear to fall? 
5 — Wa 
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hen I reflect how the revolving Sun | 
Does round eur Globe his crooked Journies run; 
doubt of many Lands, if-they contain, 

Or Herd of Beaſt, or Colony of Man: 


£4 


1 If; any Nation paſs their deſtin'd Days 
Beneath the neighb'ring Sun's direQer Rays: 4 
If any ſuffer on the Poliſh Coaſt ' + 


The Rage of Arctos, and eternal Froſt. 
May not the Pleaſure of Omnipotence 

To ech of dd fome ſever Good dhe 
Thoſe who amidſt the torrid Regions live, 

May they not Gales to us unknown receive; 

See daily Show'rs rejoice the thirſty Earth, 

„ WY And bleſs the flow'ry Buds ſucceeding Birth ? 
May they not pity us, condemn'd to beer 
The various Heav'n'of an obliquer Sphere 5 — 
While by fix'd Laws, and with a juſt Return, 
They feel twelve Hours that ſhade, for twelve that burn ? 
And praiſe the neighb'ring Sun, whoſe conſtant Flame 
Enlightens them with Seaſons ſtill the ſame? 
And may not thoſe, whoſe diſtant Lot is caſt 

North beyond Tartary's extended Waſte,  - 

Where, through the Plains;of one continual Day, 
dix ſhining Months purſue their even Way; 
And ſix ſucceeding urge their duſky Flight, 


Obſcur'd with Vapours, and o'erwhelm'd in Night: 
May not I aſk the Natives of theſe Climes, 
As Annals may inform ſucceeding Times, | 
To our quotidian Change of Heay'n prefer. . 
Their own Viciflitude, and equal Share By 
be and Night, * — the Year? 
VOL. I. | May 
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May they not ſcorn our Sun's repeated Race A] 
To narrow Bounds preſcrib'd, and little Space, | Is t 
Haſt'ning from Morn, and headlong driv'n from Non de 
Half of our daily Toil yet ſcarcely e „ Wi 
May they not juſtly to our Climes upbraid' duc 
Shortneſs of Night, and Penury of Shade: Mo 
That, e're our weary Limbs are juſtly bleſt 
With wholeſome Sleep and neceſſary Reft, 
Another Sun demands Return of Care, 1 
The Remnant Toil of Yeſterday to bear? V 
Whilſt when the Solar Beams ſalute their Sight, * 
Bold and ſecure in half a Year of Light! 70 
Vninterrupted Voyages they take, h 
To the remoteſt Wood, and fartheſt Lake: | I 
Manage the Fiſhing, and purſue the Courſe, He. 
With more extended Nerves, and more continu'd Fo Ale 
And when declining Day forſakes their Sky, 6g 
When gath'ring Clouds ſpeak gloomy Winter nigh ; Wl 71. 
Wich Pletty for the coming Seaſon bleſs'd, * 


Six ſolid Months, an Age, they live releas'd 

From all the Labour, Proceſs, Clamour, Woe, 

Which our ſad Scenes of daily Action know: "= 
They light the ſhining Lamp, prepare the Feu, Tal 
And with full Mirth receive the be ur y 3.7 Rep 


Or tell their tender Loves, the only Care 
Which now they ſuffer, to the liſt' ning Fait- 1 Ech 
And rais'd in Pleafure, or repos'd in Eaſe, Spe 
(Grateful Alternates of ſubſtantial Peace) | 
They bleſs the long hocturnal — tht" To 
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4 Part how ſmall of the terraqueous Globe 
|; tenanted by Man ! the reſt a Waſte, 
Rocks, Deſarts, frozen Seas, and burning Sands : | 
wild Haunts of Monſters, Poiſons, Stings, and Death, 
Such is Earth's melancholy Map ! But, far 3 
More ſad ! this Barth is a true Map of Man. 01 


| Young's Night Thoughts. 
EARTHQUAKE. 


As when pent Vapours run their hollow Round, 
Earthquakes, which are onvulſions of the Ground, 
Break bell'wing forth, and no Confinement brook, - 
Till the third ſettles what the former ſhook. | 
Dy»yden's Virgil. 
do the pent v with A  rumbling Sound, 
Heave from below, and rend the hollow Ground ; 
A founding Flaw ſueceeds, and from on high 
The Gods with Hate behold the nether Sky. 
The Ghoſts repine at violated Night, 
And curſe che invading Sun, and cken at the Sight. 


a Yi 
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Hark ! rw de ance Lone ker we 
Talks thro' the Cliffs, and murm'ring o'er the Stream, 
Repeats the Accents, We ſhall part no more. | 
Ahbenfide's Pleaſures of the Imagination. 
Echo, f in other's Words, her Silence breaks, | 
dpeechleſs berſelf, but when another ſpeaks. 
dhe can't begin, but waits for the Rebound, 
To catch his Voice, and to return the Sound. 
3 K a 85 Hence 


© 3 EDE T, 3 „ nete Coogpeiten ; 


Hence tis ſhe prattles in a fainter Tone, 
And mimics Sounds and Speeches not her own. 


Garden of E D E . 
A bliſsful Field, circled with Groves of Myrrb, 
And flowing Odours, Caſſia, Nard, and Balm, 
A Wilderneſs of Sweets ! for Nature here 
Wanton'd-as in her Prime ; and play'd at Will 
| Her Virgin Fancies, pouring forth more Sweet, 
Wild above Rule or Art, enormous Bliſs. | 
Out of this fertile Ground God caus'd to grow | 
All Trees of nobleſt Kind, for Sight, Smell, Taſte : 
And all amidſt them ſtood the Tree of Life; 
High, eminent, blooming, ambroſial F ruit, 
Of vegetable Gold, and next to Life, 
Our Death, the Tree of Knowledge grew faſt by, 
Southward through Eden went a River large, 
Nor chang'd his Courſe, but through the ſhaggy Hill 
Paſs'd underneath ingulph'd, and thence thro' Veins 
Of porous Earth, with kindly Thirſt up-drawn, 
Roſe a freſh Fountain, and with many a Rill 
Water'd the Garden; ; thence united fell 
Down the ſteep Glade, and met the nether Flood. 

Baut, oh! what Art can tell, 

How from that Sapphire Fount the criſped Brook, 
| Rolling on orient Pearls, and Sands of Gold, 
With many Error, under pendent Shades, 
Ran Nectar; viſiting each Plant, and fed | 
Flow'rs worthy of Paradiſe, which not nice Art, 
In Beds and curious Knots, but Nature boon 
N ES Pour'd 


Addifea's Ovid, 
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pour'd forth profuſe, on Hill, and Dale, and Plain; 
Both where the Morning Sun firſt warmly ſmote 
The open Field, and where the unpierc'd Shade 
Imbrown'd the Noon-tide Bow'rs. Thus was his Place 

A happy rural Seat of various View ; | 
Groves where rich Trees wept od'rous Gums ant Balm. 
Others whoſe Fruit burniſh'd with Golden Rind, 
Hung amiable Heſperian Fables true; | 
If true, here only ; and of delicious Tafle ; 
Betwixt them Lawn, or level Downs, and Flocks 
Grazing the tender Herb, were interſpers d, 

Or palmy Hillock, or the flow'ry Leaf 

Of ſome irriguous Valley ſpread her Store ; 

Flowers of all Hue, and without Thorn the koa 
Another Side umbrageous Grots and Groves 

Of cool Receſs, o'er which the mantling Vine 
Lays forth her purple Grapes, and gently creeps 
Loxuriant ; mean while murmuring Waters fall 
Down the ſlope Hills diſpers'd, or in a Lake, 
That to the fringed Brink, with Myrtle crown'd, 
Her cryſtal Mirrour holds, unite their Streams. 

The Birds their Choir apply : Airs, vernal Airs, 
Breathing the Smell of Field and Grove, attune 
The trembling Leaves; while univerſal Pan 

Knit with the Graces and the Hours in Dance, 
Led on th' eternal Spring. Milton's Paradiſe Len. 


EDUCA T I O N. 
Tis Education forms the common Mind, 
jul as the Twig i is bent, the Tree's inclin'd. | 
Pape Moral haut. 
„„ Children 


* 
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Children as tender Oziers take the Bow, J 
And as they firſt are faſhion'd always gro-W : 
For what we learn in Youth, to that alone 

In Age we are by ſecond Nature prone, 


wendy Two. 


| ELEMENTS. 

For this eternal World is ſaid, of old, 
But four prolific Principles to hold ; 
Four diff rent Bodies: Two to Heav'n aſcend, 
And other two down to the Center tend; _ 
Fire firſt with Wings expanded mounts on high, 
Pure, void of Weight, and dwells in upper Sky : 
Then Air became unclogg'd, in empty Space, 
Flies after Fire, and claims the ſecond Place; 
But weighty Water, as her Nature guides, | 
Lies on the Lap of Earth, and Mother Earth ſubſide, 
All Things are mix'd of theſe, which all contain, 
And into theſe are all reſoly'd again. 
Earth rarifies to Dew ; expanded more 
The ſubtile Dew in Air begins to ſoar ; 
Spreads as ſhe flies, and weary of her Name, 
Extenuntes ſtil}, and changes into Flame. 
Thus having by Degrees Perfection won, 
Reſtleſs they ſoon untwiſt the Thread they ſpun: 
And Fire begins to loſe her radiant Hue, 
Mix'd with groſs Air, and Air deſcends to Dew ; 
And Dew condenſing does her Form forego, 
And ſinks a heavy Lump of Earth below. 
The Force of Fire aſcending firſt on high, 
And took its Dwelling in the vaulted Sky : 


Thea 


; 
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Then Air ſucceeds, in Lightneſa next to Fire, 

Whoſe Atoms from unactive Earth retire. 

Farth ſinks beneath, and draws a num'rous Throng 

Of pond'rous, thick, unwieldy Seeds along. | 

About her Coaſt unruly Waters roar, 

And —_ on a Ridge, inſult the Shore. 

 Dryden's Ovid. 

ELEPHANT. e 

Amid the central Depth of black ' ning Woods, 

High rais'd in ſolemn Theatre around, 

Leans the huge Elephant: Wiſeſt of Brutes ! | 

O truly wiſe ; with gentle Might endow'd, 

Though powerful, not deſtructive |! here he ſees. 

Revolving Ages ſweep. the changeful Earth, 

And Empires riſe and fall; regardleſs he as 

Of what the never · reſling Race of Men 

Project; thrice happy! could he ſcape cheir Gale, 

Who mine, from cruel Avarice, his Steps; 

Or with his tow'ry Grandeur ſwell their State, 

The Pride of Kings ! or elſe his Strength pervert, 

And bid him rage amid the mortal Fray, 

Aſtoniſn'd at the Madaeſs of Mankind. 


| 36 
ELOQUENCE. ns 


Whene'er he ſpeaks, Heav'n! how the iR'oiog — 
Dwell on the melting Muſie of bis Tongue? 

His Arguments are th” Emblems of his Mien. 
Mild, on not faint ; and Wy ho . 


— — 
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And, when the Pow'r of Eloquence he'd try, 
Here ee ſtrokes * there ſoft ng ſigh. 


b's Difpenſay, 


When Atreus' Son cada the Ras ning Train, 
Juſt was his Senſe, and his Expreſſion plain; 
His Words ſuccinct, yet full, without a Fault, 
He ſpoke no more than juſt the Thing he ought. - 
But when Ulyſſes roſe in Thought profound, 
His modeſt Eyes he fix d upon the Ground: 
As one un{kill'd or dumb he ſeem'd to ſtand, 


Nor rais'd his Head, nor ſtretch'd his ſcepter'd Hand; 


But when he ſpeaks, what Elocution flows ! 

Soft as the Fleeces of deſcending Snows. 

The copious Accents, full with eaſy Art, 
Melting they fall and fink into the Heart. 
Wond' ring we hear, and fix'd i in deep Surprize, | 
Our Ears refute the Cenſure of our Eyes. | 


Nectar Divine flow'd from his Heav'nly Tongue, | 

And on his charming Lips Perſuaſion hung. 
Pope Ilal 
E L Y SIU M. 


The verdant F jelds with thoſe of Heav'n my vie, 
With Ether veſted, and a purple Sky : 1 
The bliſsful Seats of happy Souls below; 
Stars of their own, and their own. Sun they know. 
Their Airy Limbs in Sports they exerciſe, 
And on the Green contend the Wreſtler's Prize. 
Some in Heroic Verſe divinely ſing, | 
Others in artful Meaſures lead the Ring: 


Pope's, Jil. 
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The Chiefs behold their Chariots from afar, 
Their ſhining Arms and Courſers form'd to War. 
Their Lances fix'd in Earth, their Steeds around, 
Free from their Harneſs, graze the flow'ry Ground. 
The Love of Horſes, which they had alive, 
And Care of Chariots after Death ſurvive. 
Some chearful Souls were feaſting on the Plain, 
Some did the Song, and ſome the Choir maintain. 
Here Patriots live, who, for their Country's Good, 
1; In fighting Fields were prodigal of Blood. 

' WY Prictts of unblemiſh'd Lives here made Abode, 
And Poets worthy their inſpiring God ; 
And ſearching Wits of more mechanic Parts, 
Who grac'd their Age with new-invented Arts. 
Thoſe who to Worth their Bounty did extend, 
And thoſe who knew that Bounty to commend : 
The Heads of thoſe which Holy Fi illets bound, 
And all their Temples were with Garlands crown d. 
In Groves they live, and lie on moſſy Beds, 
By 12 Streams * murmur through the Meads. 
Dryden's Virgil. 


Looſe Neun on their Airy Pinions play, 

And with refreſhing Sweets perfume the Way: 
Cold Streams through flow'ry Meadows gently glide,. 
And as they paſs their painted Banks they chide : | 
Theſe bliſsful Plains no Blight nor Mildews fear, 
The Flow'rs ne'er fade, and Shrubs are Myrtles here. 


Derr Dede, 


ES EMPIRE. | 
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5 EMPIRE. 
When Empire in its Childhood firſt appears, 
A watchful Fate o'erſces its tender Years : * 
Till grown more ſtrong, it thruſts and ſtretches out, 
And elbows all the Kingdoms ronnd about. 
The Place thus made for its firſt Breathing free, 
It moves again for Eaſe and Luxury : 
Till ſwelling, by Degrees, it has poſſeſs d 
The greater Space, and now crowds up the reſt. 
When from behind there ſtarts ſome petty State ; 
And puſhes on its new unwieldy Fate 
Then down the Precipice of Time it goes, 
And ſinks i in Minutes which in Ages roſe. 

| Dryden's Conqueſt of Granada. 

WE ENGLISHM AN. 
Time was, a ſober Engliſhman would knock 

His Servants up, and riſe by Five &'Clock ; 7, 
Inſtruct his Family in ev'ry Rule, Fo 

And ſend his Wife to Church, his Son to School. 
To worſhip like his Fathers was his Care, 
To teach their frugal Virtues to his Heir, 
To prove that Luxury could never hold, 
And place on good Security his Gold: 
Now Times are chang'd, and one Poetic Itch 
Has ſeiz'd the Court and City, poor and rich. 
Sons, Sires, and Grandſires all will wear the Bays, 
Our Wives read Milton, and-our Daughters Plays. 
To Theatres and to Rehearſals throng ; 
And all our Grace at Table is a Song. | 
| "_- s Imitation of Horace. 
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| ENTHUSIASM. = 
He comes: Behold the God ! thus while ſhe ſaid, 
Her Colour chang'd, her Face was not the fame, 
and hollow Groans from her deep Spirit came: 
Her Hair ſtood up, convulſive Rage poſſeſs d 
Her trembling Limbs, and Heav'd her iab'ring B Breaſt, 
Greater than Human Kind ſhe ſeem'd to look, 
And with an Accent more than Mortal ſpoke. 
Her ſtaring Eyes with ſparkling Fury roll, 
When all the God came ruſhing on her Soul. 
Thus full of Fate the grew, and of the Gd. 
struggling in vain, impatient of her Load. 8 
And lab'ring underneath the pond ou GO d. 
The more ſhe ſtrove to ſhake him from her mou * 
With more and far ſuperior Force ke'prefs'd ;/ 2 
Commands his Entrance, and without Con 
Uſurps her Organs, and inſpires ber Sol. 
At length her Fury fell, her Foaming ceas'd, 
And — in hoy out! the God Sen. 


. eo mg 


ENVY. 


A W Snakes her gloomy Viſage ſhade, 

A hundred Serpents guard her horrid Head; 

In her ſunk Eye-balls dreadful Meteors glow z . 

Such Rays from Phcebe's bloody Circle flow, 

When lab'ring with ſtrong Charms, ſhe ſhoots from high 

A fiery Gleam, and reddens all the Sky, 47 

Blood ſtain d her CUTE and from her Mouth | there 
came _ 

Blue ſtreaming Poiſons, and a Length of Flame. 

1 From 


abs 
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From ev'ry Blaſt of her contagious Breath, R 
Famine and Drought proceed, and Plagues and Death, A 
A Robe obſcene was o 'er her Shoulders thrown, 6 
A Dreſs by. Fates and Furies worn alone. 1 H 
She toſs d her meagre Arms ; her better Hand T 
In waving Circles whirl'd a Fun'ral Brand: W 
A Serpent from her Leſt was ſeen to rear | St 
His flaming Creſt, and laſh the yielding Air. 80 
| | | Pepe $ Siatiu. 
Beneath the gloomy Covert of an a Ewe, 8 $h 
That taints the Graſs with ſickly Sweats af Dew; D. 
No verdant Beauty entertains the Sight. Sh 
But baneful Hemlock, and cold Aconite.. s if 
In a dark Grot the baneful Haggard la.. Dj 
Breathing black Vengeance, and infecting Day : In 


Meagre, deform'd,.. and, worn with ſpightful 29902 
And all the Miſeries human Nature knows:. 
The chearful Blood her livid Eyes are. 

And Bafiliſks Gat brooding in her Loh. 

A bald and bloated Toad- ſtool rais'd her Head, 

And Plumes of boding Ravens were her Bed. 
From her chapp'd Noftrils ſcalding Torrents fall, | 
And her ſunk Eyes boil-o'er in Floods of Gall. : 
Volcanoes Tabour thus with inward Pains, w— 
While Seas of melted Ore lay waſte the Plains. | 
Around the Fiend in hideous Order ſat 
Foul bawling Infamy, and bold Debate: = þ 
Gruff Diſcontent, through Ignorance milled, + 
And clam'rous Faction at her Party's Head : EY 

e bes ate . Reſtleſs 
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Reſtleſs Sedition, ſlill diſſembling F ear, 

And fly Hypocriſy, with pious Lear. 

Glouting with ſullen Spite the Fury hook 

Her clotted Locks, and blaſted with each Lock... 

Then tore with canker'd Teeth the pregnant Scrolls 
Where Fame the Acts of Demi-Gods inrolls. 

She blazens in dread Smiles her hideous Form 'Þ 

So Lightning gilds the Oo Storm. 
 Garth's D; ;ſpenſ/ary., 
She ſought out Envy in her dark Abode, alt 

Defil'd with ropy Gore, and Clots of Blood: 

Shut from the Winds, and from the wholeſome Skies, 
In a deep Vale the gloomy Dungeon lies, 

Diſmal and cold, where not a Beam of Light 

Invades the un. or . the ay 


The Fury ftraight 
Crawl'd in, heb Limbs could ſcarce ſupport her Weight, 
A noiſome Rag her penſive Temples bound, 

And faintly her parch'd Lips her Accents Os Garth, 
A pojis'nous Morſel in her Teeth ſhe chew'sd, 

And gorg'd the Fleſh of Vipers for her Food. 

Minerva loathing, turn'd away her Eye; 

he hideous Monſter, riſing heavily, 

ame ſtalking forward with a ſullen Pace, 

nd left her mangled Offals on the Place. 

doen as ſhe ſaw the Goddeſs gay and bright, 

he fetch'd a Groan at ſuch a chearful Sight. 

wid and meagre were her Looks, her Eye 
t foul diſtorted Glances turn'd awry ; 


A Hoard 
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A Hoard of Gall her inward Parts poſſeſs'd; 
And ſpread a Greenneſs o'er her canker'd Bran; 
Her Teeth were brown with Ruſt; and from _e Tong, 


In dangling Drops the ſtringy Poiſon hung. 


She never ſmiles but when the Wretched weep, 


Nor lulls her Malice with a Moment's Sleep; N 


Reſtleſs in Spite ! while, watchful to We 
She pines and fickens at another's Joy; 


| Foe to herſelf, diſtreſſing and diſtreſs'd, 


She begrs her own Tormentor in her Breaſt; 

She takes her Staff, hung round with Wreaths of Thon, 
And ſails along in a black Whirlwind borne ! 

O'er Fields and flow'ry Meadows where ſhe ficers 
Her baneful Courſe, a mighty Blaſt appears, 
Mildews and Blights ;- the Meadows are defac'd, 
The Fields, the Flow'rs, and the whole Year laid waſte; 
On Mortals next and peopled Towns ſhe falls, 

And breathes a burning Plague among their Walls. 
When Athens ſhe beheld, for Arts renown's, 


With Peace made happy, and with Plenty enn 3 


Scarce could the hideous Fiend fram Tears forbear, 
To find out nothing that deſerv'd a Tear; 


To execute Minerva's dire Command, 


She ſtrok'd Aglauros with her canker d Hand ; 
Then prickly Thorns into her Breaſt md, 
That ſtung to Madneſs the devoted Maid. 
Her ſubtile Venom ſtill improves the Smart, 
. the and feſters in che Heart. 2+ 
. * e Ovid, 
Ex 
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Favy at laſt crawls forth from Hell's dire Throng, © 
of all the direfull'ſt! her black Locks hung long, 
Attir'd with curling Serpents ; her pale Skin 
Was almoſt dropp'd from her m. 
And at her Breaſt ſtack Vipers, which did preß 
Upon her panting Heart both Night and Day, 
Sucking black Blood from thence, which to repair, 
Poth Day and Night they left freſh Poiſons there. 
Her Garments were deep ftain'd in Human Gore, 
And torn by her own Hands, in which ſhe bore 
A knotted Whip and Bow), which to the Brim © 
Did with green Gall and Juice of Wormwood ſwim ; 
With which when ſhe was drunk, ſhe furious prew, 
And laſh'd herſelf; thus from th* aceurſed Crew, 
Envy, the worſt of Fiends; herſelf preſents, 
Envy, good only, when the herſelf torments. ui. 
ERIDAN US. 1 
Fird with a thouſand Raptures, I ſurrex 
Eridanus through flow'ry Meadows firay ; | 
The King of Floods, that, rolling o'er the Plains, 
The flow'ring Alps of half their Moiſture drains, 
And proudly ſwoln with a whole Winter's Snows, 
Diſtributes Wealth.and Plenty where he flows. 
Addifon's Letter to Lord Holiifax. 
ETERNITY. | 
Time was ! Eternity now reigns alone: 
Awful Eternity ! offended Queen! 
And her Reſentment to Mankind, how juſt * 4 
Wich kind Intent ſolliciting Acceſs : ; 
How often has ſhe knock'd at Human Hearts! 
| 5 Rich 
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Rich to repay their Hoſpitality, _ | 
How often call'd, and with the Voice of God * 
Yet bore Repulſe, excluded as a Cheat! 

A. Dream, whilſt fouleſt Foes found Welcome there ! 
A Dream, a Cheat, now all Things but her ſmile. 


For, lo ! her twice ten thouſand Gates thrown wide, 


As thrice from Indus to the frozen Pole, 

Wich Bariners ftreaming as the Comets blaze, 
And Clarions louder than the Deep in Storms, 
Sonorous as immortal Breath can blow, 

Poun forth their Myriads, Potentates and Powers 
Of Light, of Darkneſs in a middle Field, 
Wide as Creation ny populous as wide! 

A neutral Region there to mark th' Event 

Of that great Drama, whoſe preceding Scenes 
Detain'd them cloſe Spectators, through a Length 
Of Ages ripening, to this grand Reſult ; 

Ages as yet unnumber'd, but by God; 

Who, pronouncing Sentence, vindicates 
The "_ of Vous, and his own Renown. 


Young's Night Thonghti. 


| EVENING. 
Or when the Plowman leaves the Taſk of Day, 
And, trudging Homeward, whiſtles on the Way, 
When the big-udder'd Cows with Patience ſtand, 
Waiting the Stroaking of the Damſel's Hand: 
No Warbling chears the Woods ; the feather'd Choir 
To court kind Slumbers to their Sprays retire. 
When no rude Gale diſturbs the ſleeping Trees, 


Nor Aſpen Leaves confeſs the gentleſt Breeze ; 
Engag'd 
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Fngag'd in Thought to Neptune's Bounds I fray, | wi 

To take my Farewel of the parting Day 

Far in the Deep the Sun his Glory hides, 

A Streak of Gold the Sea and Sky divides. 

The purple Clouds their amber Linings ſhow, - 

And edg'd with Flame rolls ev'ry Wave below. 

Here penſive I behold the fading Light, 14 

And o'er the diſtant Billows loſe my Sight. Gay. 

The Evening Star now lifts, as Day-light fades, 

His Golden Circlet in the deep'ning Shades ; 

Stretch'd at his Eaſe, the weary Lab'rer ſhares 

A ſweet Forgetfulneſs of Human Cares ; 

At once in Silence fink the ſleeping Gales, ; 

The Maſts they drop, and furl the flagging Sails. 
es "Broome. 


How calm the Evening ! See the falling Day 

Gilds ev'ry Mountain with a ruddy Ray! 

In gentle Sighs the ſoftly whiſp'ring Breeze 

Salutes the Flow'rs, and waves the trembling Trees. 


Low in the Weſt the ſetting Sun was laid. 
Up roſe the Night in glitt ring Stars array'd, 5 


And filver Com caſt a longer Shade. 
| Rowe's Lucan, 


Now purple Ev' — ting d the Blue ſerene, 


And milder Breezes fang'd the verdant Plain. | 
1 laatkel 


But now the Sun PEPE his radiant "WE 


And riſing: Hills project a longer Shade. 
| | Blacklock. 


And 
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And ſee yon ſunny Hill the Shade extend, 
And curling Smoke from pr aſcends. 
id e Dryden's Vie 
Thus ſung the dds till thy Approach of Night, 
The Skies yet bluſhing with departing Light; 
When falling Dews with Spangles deck d the Glade, 
And the low mn! you e ee ev 'ry Shade. 
| © Pope's Paftorah, 
While from the Sky fie ruddy Sun deſcends, 0 
And rifing Night the Ev'ning Shade extends: 
While pearly Dews o'erſpread the fruitful Field, 
And cloſing Flow'rs reviving Odours yield; 
Let us beneath theſe ſpreading Trees recite 
„ our Maſes may indite. 
Mrs. Revue, 


While lab'ring Oxen, ſpent with Toil and Heat, 
In their looſe Traces from the Field retreat; 
While curling Smokes from Village-tops are ſeen, 
And the fleet Shades glide o'er the duſky Green. 

| Pope's Paſſorals 
Now to the Main the burning Sun deſcends, 
And ſacred Night her gloomy Veil extends. | 
The Weſtern Sun now ſhot a feeble Ray, 
And faintly ſcatter'd the Remains of Day. 5 

ee e F. 
Thus while he ſpeaks, the ruddy Sun deſcends; 
And . grey her Ev'ning Shade extends, | 
Pope's Oadyjey. 


Then 


— 
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jen ſlowly ſank the ruddy Globe of Light, 
ind o'er the ſhaded Landſcaps ruſh'd the Night. 3 
Pope's Odo. 
bee from afar the Hills no longer ſmoke ; 
he ſweating Steers unharneſs'd from the Yoke, 
Br.ng as in Triumph back the crooked Plough z _ 
The Shadows lengthen, and the Sun goes low. 
Cold Breezes now the raging Heats allay, ' 
Night ruſhes . and headlong drives the N 
| Dryaen's Vi il. 
The Ex ning now with Bluſhes warms the Air, 
The Steer reſigns his Yoke, the Hind his Care: 
The Clouds aloft in Golden Edgings glow, 
Ane fatting Dews refreſh the Flow rs below. _ 7 
1 The Bat with ſooty Wings flits through the Grove, * 
The Reeds ſcarce ruſtle, nor the Aſpins more, [ 
And all the feather'd Folk forbear their Lays of Love. 
Garth's s Diſperſary. 
When riſing Cynthia ſheds her Sitver Dews, 
And the cool Ev'ning Breeze the Meads renews ; | 
When Linnets fill the Woods with tuneful Sound, | 
And hollow Shores the N s Voice reſound, _ 
Drydem's Vi irgil. 
As when from Mountain Tops the duſky Clouds, 
Aſcending, while the North-wind ſleeps, o o'erſpread 
Heav'n's chearfal Face, the low'ring Element 
Scowles o'er the darken'd Snow, or Show'r.; 
f Chance the radiant Sun, with Farewel fweet, 
Extend his Ev'ning Beams, the Fields revive, 
The 
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Atteſt their Joy that Hil and Valley rings. 


Till, in the Weſtern Sky, the downward Sun 
Of broken Clouds, gay ſhifting to his Beam, 


The rapid Radiance inſtantaneous ftrikes 
'Th' illumin'd Mountain, through the Foreſt Streams, 


In twinkling Myriads lights the 8 Gems. 


a „ 


The Birds their Notes renew, and bleating Herds 


Milton's Paradiſe Ly, 

The Sun 
Declin'd, was hafting now with prone Career 
To th' Ocean Iſles, and in th' aſcending Scale 
Of Heav'n the Stars, that uſher Ev'ning, roſe. 
Now came ftill Ey'ning on, and Twilight grey 
Had in her ſober Liv'ry all Things clad. 

5 Milton's Paradiſe Lal. 

The Sun has loft his Rage, his downward Orb 
Shoots nothing now but animating Warmth = 
And vital Luftre, that, with various Ray, 
Lights up the Clouds, thoſe beauteous Robes of Her n, 
Inceſſant roll'd into Romantic Shapes, 23 
The Dream of waking Fancy. Tbomſon's Staſins. 


Looks out, effulgent, from amid the Flaſh . 


Shakes on the Floods, and in a yellow Miſt, 
Far ſmoaking o'er th' interminable Plain, 


homſon's Seaſan. 
Low walks the Sun, and broadens tes Degrees, 
Juſt o'er the Verge of Day. The ſhifting Clouds 
Aſſembled gay, a richly gorgeous Train, 

In all their Pomp attend his ſetting Throne. 


Air, 


95 


75. 


, 
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, Earth, and Ocean ſmile immenſe; and now, 

; if his weary Chariot ſought the Bowers 
f Amphitrite, and her tending Nymphs, 

o Grecian Fables fing) he dips his Orb; 8 
ov half immers'd; and now a Golden Currte 


es one bright 9 then total diſappears. 
 Thomſon's alu. 
onfeſs'd from yonder flow extinguiſh'd Clouds, 
l Ether ſoft'ning, ſober Evening takes 
er wonted Station in the middle Air; 
K thouſand Shadows at her Beck; firſt this 
She ſends on Earth; then that of deeper Dye 
ſteals ſoft behind; and then a deeper ſtill, 
Circle following Circle, gathers round, 
o cloſe the Face of Things. A freſher Gale 
coins to wave the Wood, and ftir the Stream, 
weeping with ſhadowy Guſt the Fields of Corn ; 
hilt the Quail clamours for his running Mate. 
ide o'er the thiſtly Lawn as ſwells the Breeze, 
| whitening Shower of vegetable Down 
imufive floats. The kind impartial Care 
Of Nature nought diſdains ; thoughtful to feed 
Her loweſt Sons, and clothe the coming Year, 
from Field to Field the feather'd Seeds ſhe wings. 
 Thomſon's Seaſons. 


EXAMPLE. 


Enmple is a living Law, whoſe Sway 


Men more than all the written Laws om 


. | | The 
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The Wiſe new Prudence from the Wiſe acquire, 
And one brare aces _ another's Toy 
"Poe $ Na 
Since great ET "Oy Command, | 
Let glorious Acts more glorious Acts ;nfpire, | 
And catch from Breaſt to Breaft the noble Fire. 
| Pope's Ilad 
Beſt Guide, thon open'ft Wiſdom's Way, 
And giv'ſt Acceſs, though fecret ſhe retire ; 
The Confident of Age, che Youth's ſcorn'd Guide. 15 


5 Mil e 

So when the Night and Winter diſappear, urn 
The purple Morning riſes with the Year: | an 
Salutes the Spring, as her Celeſtial Eyes vair 

| Adorn the World, and brighten all the Skies. ke D 
; Is 2 5 7 17 

E: : | vr Pri 
F. | EDS wer 


FAIRIES. 


N Days of old, when Arthur filbd the Throne, 8 v5 
Whoſe Acts and Fame to foreign Lands wete | | 
The King of Elves, and little Fairy Queen, 
Gambol'd on Heaths, and danc'd on ev'ry Green: d ex 
And where the jolly Troop had led the Round, us m 
The Graſs unbidden roſe, and mark d the Ground. len 


4 
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or darkling did they dance, the filver Light | 
Phcebe ſerved to guide their Steps aright, - c 
xd, with their Tripping pleas'd, prolong the Night.) 
er Beams they follow'd, where e e phe * 
ot longer than ſhe ſhed her Horns ſhe ſtay d, 1 
r Parts con- 
vey d. 
þ 0 reſt, our Britain held they Hier, 
ore ſolemnly they kept their Babbaths' here, 
d made more N — ee half | 
the Year. a 
ſheak of ancient Times, sean MN 
uming late, may paſs the Woods in vain, 7 | 
ad never hope to fee the Nightly Train. cl | 
rain the Dairy now with Mint is dreſt, 5 oh; 
he Dairy-Maid expects no Fairy Gueſt, | _ 
ſim the Bowls, and after pay the read. $ 
e ſighs, and ſhakes her empty Shoes in vain, 
0 Silver Penny to reward her Pain: 
r Prieſts with Prayers, and other godly Geer, 
ve made the merry Goblins diſappear ; 
id where they play d their marry Pranks before, 
are ſprinkled holy Water on the Floor: 
id Friars that through the wealthy Regions run, 
ck as the Motes that twinkle in the Sun, 
tiort to Farmers rich, and bleſs their Halls, 
d exorciſe the Beds, and croſs the Walls; 
is makes the Fairy Choirs ſorſake the Place, 
ten once tis hallow'd with the Rites of Grace. 
| I | | But 
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But, in the Walks where wicked Elves have been, 
The Learning of the Pariſh Beaux, is ſeen, 
The Midnight Parſon poſting o'er the Green, 
with Gown tuck'd up, to Wakes ; for Sunday next, 
With humming Ale encouraging his Text, | 
Nor wants the holy Leer to Country Girl betwixt, 
From Fiends and Imps he ſets the Yong free ; 
There haunts not any Incubus, but he. 
The Maids and Women need no Danger fear, 
To walk by Night, and Sanctity ſo near ; 
For by ſome Haycock, or ſome ſhady Thorn, 
He bids his fone both Even Song and Morn, 
Dans Wife of Jul. 
| About this Spring if ancient Fame ſay true, 
The dapper Elves their Moon-Light Sports renew; 
Their pigmy King, and little Fairy Queen, 
In circling Dances gambol'd on the Green, 
While tuneful Sprites a merry Concert made, 
And 5 Muſic warbled through the Shade. 
| 3 Pope's January and l 
| 13 Like Fairy Elves 
| Whoſe Midnight Revels by a Foreſt Side, 
Or Fountain, ſome belated Peaſant ſees, 
Or dreams he ſees, while over-head the Moon 


Py Wl . Hoy 
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Sits Arbitreſs, and nearer to the Earth * Ar 

| Wheels her pale Courſe ; they, on their Mirk ul 41 

Dance Or 
Intent, with deen, Muſic charm his Ear. 


e Seofent 
"FAITH 
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4... ASTM. 
For Modes of Faith let graceleſs Zealots fight ; 
His can't be wrong, whoſe Life is in the right: 
in Faith and Hope the World will diſagree, 
But all Mankind's Concern i is Charity. | 
| Pope's Eſſay on * 
Faith ſpeaks FIRE diſtin; ev'n Adders hear, 
But turn and dart into the Dark again. | 
Faith builds a Bridge acroſs the Gulph of Death, | | 
To break the Shock blind Nature cannot ſhun-s 
And Lands thought ſmoothly on the ether Shore, 
Death's Terror is the Mountain Faith recoversz 
That Mountain Barrier between Man and Peace. 
Tis Faith diſarms Deſtruction, and abſolves, 
From ev'ry clamorous Charge, the guiltleſe Tomb. | 
Young's Night . 
5 AME. 
What's Fame? A fancy'd Life in others Breath, 
AThing beyond, may, ev'n before our Death. 
Joſt what you hear you have, and what's unknown, 
The ſame my Lord of Tully's, or your own, ' 
All that we feel of it begins and ends, 
In the ſmall Circle of our Foes or Friendsz . 
To all beſide as much an empty Shade, 
An Eugene living, as a Cæſar dead: 
Alike, or when or where they ſhone er ſh'ne, 
Or on the RY or on * Rhine. 


Pens Eſſay on Man. 
Now Fame's broad Ocean Her bend your Way ; 


et, Friend, be careful: 'tis a dang'rous Sea, 
VOL.1, . 3 
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Where (tho' ſome few may reach the happy Land) 


Are Numbers wreck'd upon the treach'rous Sand: | 
Then guard your Spirits, as you prize your Eaſe, ; 
Nor once indulge them in a Thirſt of Praiſe; f 
For Fame, like Fortune (proud yet wanton too) 1 
Is pleas'd to fly, and make the Wretch purſue; 7 
Frowns on her Slaves, but to the careleſs Mind, y 
That flights her Favour, ſhe is always kind. A 

x9 Mos Lane, I 
And what i is Fame? The meaneſt have their 0 1. 
The Greateſt can but blaze, and paſs away. 0 


Pope's Imitation: of Horace. Wl Ar 
She ſaid ; in Air the trembling Muſic floats, 


And on the Winds triumphant ſwell the Notes; E 

So ſoft, tho' high; ſo loud, and yet ſoclear, No 
Ev'n liſt'ning Angels lean'd from Heav'n to hear: Bur 
Jo fartheſt Shores th' Ambroſial Spirit flies, For 
Sweet to the World, and grateful to the Skies, Not 
Pope's Temple of Fam vet 

Fiame's Trumpet ſeldom ſounds, but, like the Kell, WW. 
It brings bad Tidings ; how it hourly blows | The 
Man's Miſadventures round the liſt'ning World "0 
Young's Night Thoug"u 7, 

Fame is the Shadow of Immortality, 4 "Uk 
And in itſelf a Shadow; ſoon as caught, Thei 
e 'd ; it ſhrinks to nothing in the Graſp. Gore: 
Young's Night Turgi 55 7 

Timpl of FAME. Riſe 

Then gazing up, a glorious Pile beheld, pale 
Aad. 


W tow ying Summit ambient Clouds an 
. ig 
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High on a Rock of Ice the Structure lay, : 
Steep its Aſcent, and ſlipp'ry was the Way; 

The wond'rous Rock, like Parian Marble, ſhone, 
And ſeem'd, to diſtant Sight, of ſolid Stone. 
luſcriptions here of various Names I view'd, 

The greater Part by hoſtile Time ſubdu d; 

Yet wide was ſpread their Fame in Ages paſt, 
And Poets once had promis'd they ſhould laſt. 

oper, i Some freſh engrav'd appear'd of Wits renown'd z 

Ilook'd again nor could their Trace be found. 
Critics I ſaw, that other Names deface, 

att. And fix their own with Labour in their Place. 

Their own, like others, ſoon their Place reſign'd, 
Or diſappear'd, and left the firſt behind." 
Nor was the Work impair'd by Storms alone, 
But felt th* Approaches of too warm a Sun; 
For Fame, impatient of Extremes, decays, 
Not more by Envy, than Exceſs of Praiſe. 

am vet Part no Injuries of Heav'n could feel, 

nell, Like Cryſtal faithful to the graving Steel: 

The Rock's high Summit, in the Temple“ Shade, 

Nor Heat could melt, nor beating Storm invade. 

Their Names inſcrib'd unnumber d Ages paſt, 

From Time's firſt Birth, with Time itſelf ſhall laſt ; 

Theſe ever new, nor ſubject to Decays, | | 

Spread and grow brighter with the Length of Days. © 

do Zembla's Rocks, the beauteous Work of Froſt, 

Riſe white in Air, and glitter 0'er the Coaſt : 5 

lale Suns, unfelt at Diſtance, roll away, | 

Aad on thi impaſſant Ice the 6 5 

L 2 Eternal 


4400 


— — 


220 FAM The Entertaining Companion 
Eternal Snows the growing Maſs ſupply, , 
Till the bright Mountains prop th' incumbent Sky: 
As Atlas fix'd, each hoary Pile appears, 
The gather'd Winter of a thouſand Vears. 
On this Foundation Fame's high Temple ſtands z 
| Stupendous Pile ! nor rear'd by Mortal Hands. 
Whate'er proud Rome or artful Greece beheld, 
Or elder. Babylon its Frame excell'd, 
Four, Faces had the Dome, and ev'ry. Face 

Of various Structure, but of equal Grace. 

Four brazen Gates, on Columns lifted high, 
Salute the diff rent Quarters of the Sky. 

Here ſabled Chiefs in darker Ages born, 

Or Worthies old, whom Arms or Arts adorn, 
Who Cities rais'd, or tam'd a monſtrous Race 
The Walls in venerable Order grace: 

Heroes in animated Marble frown, 

And Legiſlators ſeem to think in Stone. 
Weſtward a ſumptuous Frontiſpiece appear d, 

On Doric Pillars of white Marble rear'd ; 
Crown'd with an Architrave of antique Mould, 
And Sculpture rifing on the roughen'd Gold: 

In ſhaggy Spoils here Theſeus was beheld, - 

And Perſeus dreadful with Minerva's Shield :” 
There great Alcides, ſtooping with his Toil, 
Reſts on his Club, and holds th' Heſperian Spoil. 

Here Orpheus ſings ; Trees moving to the Sound, 

Start from their Roots, and form a Shade around: 
Amphion there the loud creating Lyre  —_ 
Strikes, and behold a ſudden Thebes aſpire! 


Cytheron! 
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cytheron's Echoes anſwer to his Call, | 
And half the Mountain falls into a Wall : 

There might you ſee the length'ning Spires aſcend, 
The Domes ſwell up, the widening Arches bend, 
The growing Tow'rs, like Exhatations riſe, | 
And the huge Columns heave into the Skies. 
The Eaſtern Front was glorious to behold, 
With Di'mond flaming, and Barbarie Gold. 
There Ninus ſhone, who ſpread th' Aﬀyrian Fame, 
And the great Founder of the Perſian Name: 
There in long Robes the Royal Magi ſtand, 
Grave Zoroaſter waves the circling Wand, 
The ſage Chaldeans, rob'd in White, appear'd, 
And Brachmans deep in deſert Woods rever'd. 
Tneſe ſtop'd the Moon, and call'd th' unbody'd Shades 
To Midnight Banquets, in the glimm'ring Glades ; ; 
Made viſionary Fabrics round them riſe, 
And Airy Spectres ſkim before their Eyes ; 
Of Taliſmans and Sigils knew the Pow'r, 
And careful watch'd the planetary Hour. 
Superior, and alone, Confucius ſtood, 
Vho taught that uſeful Science to be good, 
But on the South a long Majeſtic Race 
Of Egypt's Prieſts the gilded Niches grace, 
Who meaſur'd Earth, defcrib'd the Starry Spheres, 
And trac'd the long Records of Lunar Years, 
High on his Car Seſoſtris ſtruek my View, 
Whom Scepter'd Slaves in Golden Harneſs drew : 
His Hands a Bow and pointed Javelin hold; 
His Giant Limbs are arm'd in Scales of Gold. 
2 Between 
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Between the Statues Obeliſks were plac'd, 

And the learn'd Walls with Hieroglyphics grat d. 
Of Gothic Structure was the Northern Side, 

O'er-wrought with Ornaments of barb'rous Pride. 

'There huge Coloſſes roſe with Trophies crown'd, 

And Runic Characters were grav'd around. 

There ſat Zamolxis with erected Eyes, 

And Odin here in mimic Trances dies. 


There on rude Iron Columns, ſmear'd with Blood, 


The horrid Forms of Scythian Heroes ſtood, 
Druids and Bards (their once loud Harps unftrung} 
And Youths that dy'd to be by Poets ſung. 
Theſe, and a thouſand more of doubtful Fame, 
To whom old Fables gave a laſting Name, 

In Ranks adorn'd the Temple's outward Face 
The Wall in Luftre and Effect like Glaſs, 
Which o'er each Object caſting various Dies, 
Enlarges ſome, and others multiplies. _ 
Nor void of Emblem was the myſtic Wall; 

For thus romantic Fame increaſes all, 

The Temple ſhakes, the ſounding Gates unfold, 
Wide Vaults appear, and Roofs of fretted Gold. 
Rais'd on a thouſand Pillars, wreath'd around 


With Laurel Foliage, and with Eagles crown'd :- . | 


Of bright tranſparent Beryl were the Walls, 
The Friezes Gold, and Gold the Capitals: 


As Heav'n with Stars, the Roof with Jewels glows, 


And ever-living Lamps depend in Rows. 
Full in the Paſſage of each ſpacious Gate, 
The ſage Hiſtorians in white Garments wait; 


2 7 * 
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Grav'd o'er their Seats the Form of Time was found, 
His Scythe revers'd, and both his Pinions bound. 
Within ſtood Heroes, who, through loud Alarms, 
In bloody Fields purſu'd Renown in Arms. 
High on a Throne with Trophies charg'd, I views. 

]he Youth who all Things but himſelf ſabdu'd ; 


His Feet on Sceptres and Tiara's trol, 
And his horn'd Head bely'd the Lybian God. 


There Cæſar, grac'd with both Minerva's, ſhone; . ij 
Cæſar, the World's great Maſter, and his own 3 
Unmov'd, ſuperior ſtill in ev'ry State, 

And ſcarce deteſted in his Country's Fate. 

But chief were thoſe who not for Empire fought, 

But with their Toils their People's Safety bought. 

High o'er the reſt Epaminondas ſtood ; 

Timoleon, glorious in his Brother's Blood; 

Bold Scipio, Saviour of the Roman State, 

Great in his Triumphs, in Retirement great: 

And wiſe Aurelius, in whoſe well · taught Mind, ? 


With boundleſs Pow'r unbounded Virtue join'd, 

His own ftrict Judge and Patron of, Mankind, 
Much-ſuff ring Heroes next their Honours claim, 
Thoſe of leſs noiſy and leſs guilty Fame, 

Fair Virtue's ſilent Train; ſupreme of theſe, 
Here ever ſhines the Godlike Socrates : - 

He whom ungrateful Athens could expel, 

At all Times juſt, but when he fign'd the Shell. 
Here his Abode the martyr'd Phocion claims, 

With Agis, not the laſt of Spartan Names. 


Li : Uaconquer d 
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Unconquer d Cato ſhews the Wound he tore, 

And Brutus his ill Genius meets no more. 

But, in the Center of the hallow'd Choir, 

Six pompous Columns o'er the reſt aſpire: 
Around the Shrine itfelf of Fame they ſtand, 
Hold the chief Honours, and the Fane commend. 
High on the firſt the mighty Homer ſhone; | 
Eternal Adamant compos'd his Throne; 
Father of Verſe ! in holy Fillets dreſt, 

His filver Beard wav'd gently o'er his Breaſt ; 
Tho' blind, a Boldnefs in his Looks appears; 
In Years he ſeem'd, but not impair'd by Years, 
The Wars of Troy were round the Pillars ſeen ; 
Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian Queen; 
Here Hector glorious from Patroclus' Fall, 
Here dragg'd in Triumph round the Trojan Wall 
Motion and Life did ev'ry Part inſpire, ' 
Bold was the Work, and prov'd the Maſter's Fire 
A ſtrong Expreſſion moſt he ſeem'd t' affect, 

And here and there diſclos'd a brave Neglect. 

A Golden Column next in Rank appear'd, 
On which a Shrine of pureſt Gold was rear'd; 
Finiſh'd the Whole, and labour'd ev'ry Part, 
With patient Touches of unweary'd Art: 

The Mantuan there in ſober Triumph fate, 
Compos'd his Poſture, and his Look ſedate ; 

On Homer ſtill he fix'd a rev'rend Eye, 

Great without Pride, in modeſt Majeſty. 

| In living Sculpturz on the Sides were ſpread 


Th * and haughty Turnus dead; 
Eliſa 
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Elifa firetch' 'd upon the Fun'ral Pyre, 
Eneas bending with his aged Sire: 4 
Troy flam'd in burning Gold, and o'er the Throne 
Im and the Man in Golden Cyphers ſhone. 

Four Swans ſuſtain a Car of Silver bright, 
With Heads advanc'd, and Pinions ftretch'd for Flight t 
Here, like ſome furious Proſpect, Pindar rode, 
And ſeem'd to labour with th' inſpiring God. 
Acroſs the Harp a careleſs Hand he flings, _ 
And boldly finks into the ſounding Strings, 
The figur'd Games of Greece the Column grace, 
Neptune and Jove ſurvey the rapid Race. 
The Youths hang o'er their Chariots as they rang 
Tic fiery Steeds ſeem ſtarting from the Stone: 
The Champions in diſtorted Poſtures threat 1 
And all appear'd irregularly great. 

Here happy Horace tun'd th' Auſonian * nit 
To ſweeter Sounds, and temper'd Pindar's Fire: 
Pleas'd with Alczus' manly Rage t' infuſe - 
The ſofter Spirit of the Sapphic Muſe, 
The poliſh'd Pillars diff rent Sculptures grace; 
A Work out-laſting Monumental Braſs. 
Here ſmiling Loves and Bacchanals appear, 
Tac Julian Star and great Auguſtus bere. 
The Doves that round the Infant Poet ſpread, 
Myrtles and Bays hung hov'ring o'er bis Head. 

Here in a Shrine, that caſt a dazzling Light, 
i, fd in Thought, the mighty Stagirite ; 
His ſacred Head a radiant Zodiac crown'd, - 
ard various Animals his Sides furround ; 


1 "=" 


His piercing Eyes erect appear to view _ 
Superior Worlds, and look all Nature through. 
With equal Rays immortal Tully ſhone, 
The Roman Roſtra deck d, and Conſul's Throne: 
Gath' ring his flowing Robe, he ſeem'd to ſtand 
In AR to ſpeak, and graceful firetch'd his Hand. 


Behind Rome's Genius waits with Civic Crowns, 


And the great Father of his Country owns. 
There maſſy Columns in a Circle riſe, ' 
O'er which a pompous Dome invades the Skies: 
Scarce to the Top I ſtretch'd my aking Sight, 
So large it ſpread, and ſwell'd to ſuch a Height. 
Full in the Midſt proud Fame's Imperial Seat 
With Jewels blaz'd, magnificently great; 
The vivid Em'ralds there revive the Eye, 
'The flaming Rubies ſhew their ſanguine Dye, 
Bright azure Rays from lively Sapphire ſtream, 
And lucid Amber cafts a Golden Gleam. © 
With various-eolour'd Light the Pavement ſhone, 
And all on Fire appear'd the glowing Throne ; 


The Dome's high Arch refle&s the mingled Blaze, 


And forms a Rainbow of alternate Rays. 
When on the Goddeſs firſt I caſt my Sight, 


Scarce ſeem'd her Stature of a Cubit's Height ; 


But ſwell'd to larger Size, the more I gaz d, 
Till to the Roof her tow'ring Front the rais'd. 
With her the Temple ev'ry Moment grew, 
And ampler Viſta's open'd to my View : 
Upwards the Columns ſhoot, the Roofs aſcend, 
And Arches widen, and long Iſles extend. 
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Such 
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dach was her Form, as ancient Bards have told. 
Wings raiſe her Arms, and Wings her Feet infold ; 
A thouſand buſy Tongues the Goddeſs bears, 
And thouſand open Eyes, and thouſand liſt'n ning Fars, | 
:neath, in Order rang d, the tuneful Nine, 
(Her Virgin Handmaids) ſtill attend the Shrice: 
With Eyes on Fame for ever fix'd they ſing; | 
For Fame they raiſe the Voice, and tune the String ; 
With Time's firſt Birth began the Heav'uly Rays, 
And laſt, eternal through the Length of Days. 
Around theſe Wonders as I cata Look, 
The Trumpet ſounded, and the Temple ſhook ;_ 
And all the Nations, ſummon'd at the Call, 
From diff rent Quarters fill the crouded Hall; 
Of various Tongues the mingled Sounds were heard, 
In various Garbs promiſcuous Throngs appear'd ; 
Thick as the Bees that with the Spring renew - 
Their flow'ry Toils, and fip the fragrant Dew; 
When the wing'd Colonies firſt tempt the 9 
Oer duſky Fields and ſhaded Waters fly, 
or, ſettling, ſeize the Sweets the Bloſſoms yield, 
And a low Murmur- runs along the Field. 


8 Le Temple of Fame, | 
Palace of FAME, 


Full in the Mid of this created Space, | 
Betwixt Heav'n, Earth, and Seas there ſtands a Place, 
Confining on all three, with triple Bound q 


| Whence all Things, tho' remote, are view'd Wan, 
And thither bring their undulated Sound, 
L 6 Tho 
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The Palace of loud Fame, her Seat of Pow'r 

Plac'd on the Summit of a lofty Tow'r;, 

A thouſand winding Entries, long and wide, - 

Receive of freſh Reports a flowing Tide ; 

A thouſand Crannies in the Walls are made, 

Nor Gates nor Bars exclude the buſy Trade. 

Tis built of Braſs, the better to diffuſe | 

The ſpreading Sounds, and multiply the News. 

Where Echoes in repeated Echoes play; 

A Mart for ever full, and open Night and Day.. 

Nor Silence is within, nor Voice expreſs, 

But a deaf Noiſe of Sounds that never ceaſe ; 

Confus'd and chidipg, like the hollow Roar 

Of Tides receding from th' inſulting Shore: 

Or like the broken Thunder from afar, 

When Jove to Diſtance drives the rolling War. 

The Courts are fill'd with a tumultoous Din 

Of Crouds, or iſſuing forth, or ent'ring in. 

A Thorough-fair of News, where ſome deviſe. 

Things never heard; ſome mingle Truth with Lyes: 
The troubled Air with empty Sounds they beat, 

Intent to hear, and eager to repeat. 


Error fits brooding there with added Train, And 
Of vain Credulity, and Joys as vain: | Th 
| Suſpicion, with Sedition join d, are near, An 
And Rumours rais'd, and Murmurs mix d, and pannie Sor 
Fear. 85 | 8 An 

Fame fits aloft, and fees the ſubject Ground, Th 
Blo 


And Seas about, and Skies above, enquiring all around. 
. Dryden's Ovid. 
F AN. 
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That glorious Bird have ye not often ſeen, 

Who draws the Car of the Celeftial Queen? 
Hive ye not oft ſurvey d his varying Dyes, 

His Tail all gilded o'er with Argus Eyes ? 

Hare ye not ſeen him, in the ſunny Day, 

Uifoil bis Plumes, and all his Pride difplay ? 
Then ſuddenly contract his dazzling Train, 


And with long trailing Feathers (weep the Plain 4 
Learn from this Hint, let this inſtruct your Art; 


Thin taper Sticks muſt from one Center part, 
Let theſe into the Quadrant's Form divide, 

The ſpreading Ribs with ſnowy Paper hide : 
Here ſhall the Pencil bid its Colours flow, 

Ind make a Miniature Creation grow. 

Let the Machine in equal Foldings cloſe, 

And now its plaited Surface wide diſpoſe. 

do ſhall the Fair her idle. Hand employ, 

Ind grace each Motion with the reſtleſs Toy; 
With various Play bid grateful Zephyrs riſe, 
While Love in ev'ry grateful Zephyr flies. 

The Maſter Cupid traces out the Lines, 

And with judicious Hand the Draught defigns. 
Th' expecting Loves with Joy the Model view, 
And the joint Labour eagerly purſue. 

dome ſlit their Arrows with the niceſt Art, 

And into Sticks convert the ſhiver'd Dart; 
The breathing Bellows wake the ſleeping Fire, 
Blow off the Cinders. and the Sparks aſpire: 
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Their Arrows point, they ſoften in the Flame, 
And ſounding Hammers break its barbed Frame. 
Of this the little Pin they neatly mould, 
From whence their Arms the ſpreading Sticks unfold, 
In equal Plaits they now the Paper bend, 

And at juſt Diftance the wide Ribs extend, 
Then on the Frame they mount the limber Skreen, 


And finiſh inſtantly the new Machine. Gay, 


| The Fan ſhall flutter in all Female Hands, 
And various Faſhions learn from various Lands. 
For this ſhall Elephants their Ivory ſhed, 

And poliſh'd Sticks the waving Engine ſpread : 
His clouded Mail the Tortoiſe ſhall refign, 
And round the Rivet pearly Circles ſhine. - 

On this ſhall Indians all their Art employ, 

And with bright Colours ſtain the gaudy Toy, 
Their Pains ſhall here in wildeſt Fancies flow; 


Their Dreſs, their Cuſtoms, their Religion ſhow. | 


So ſhall the Britiſh Fair their Minds improve, 
And on the Fan to diſtant Climates rove. 
Here China's Ladies ſhall their Pride diſplay, 
And Silver Figures gild their looſe Array ; 
This boaſts her little Feet, and winking Eyes, 
That times the Fife, or tinkling Cymbal plies. 
Here croſs-legg'd Nobles in rich State ſhall dine, 
'There in bright Mail diſtorted Heroes ſhine. 
The peeping Fan in modern Times ſhall riſe, 
Through which unſeen the Female Ogle flies; 
This ſhall in Temples the ſhy Maid conceal, 
And ſhelter Love beneath Devotion's Veil, - 


Guy 
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Gay France ſhall make the Fan her Artiſts Care, 
And with the coſtly Trinket arm the Fair; 
As learned Orators, that touch the Heart, 
With various Action raiſe their ſoothing Art; 
Both Head and Hand affect the liſt*ning Throng, 
And humour each Expreſſion of the Tongue; 
do ſhall each Paſſion by the Fan be ſeen, 
From noiſy Anger to the ſullen Spleen. 
jn Delia's Hand this Toy is fatal found, 
Nor could that fabled Dart more ſurely wound. 
Both Gifts deſtructive to the Giver prove; 
Alike both Lovers fall by thoſe they love, Pope. 


F A-FSE | 
Heav'n foi all Creatures hides the Book of Fate, 


All but the Page preſcrib'd, their preſent State: 

From Brutes what Men, from Men what Spirits know: 
Or who could ſuffer, being here below ! 

The Lamb thy Riot dooms to bleed To-day, 


z 
12 
q 7 
Gay, 
4 * 
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Had he thy Reaſon, would he ſkip and play? 


Pleas'd to the laſt, he crops the flow'ry Food, 

And licks the Hand juſt rais'd ro ſhed his Blood. 
Oh! Blindneſs to the Future ! kindly giv'n, 
That each may fill the Circle mark'd by Heav'n, 
Who ſees, with equal Eyes, as God of all, 


A Hero periſh, or a Sparrow fall. Pope's Eſſay on Man, 
Heav'n has to all allotted, ſoon or late, | 
Some lucky Revolution of their Fate ; 

Whoſe Motions if we watch and guide with Skill, 
(For human Good depends on human Will) 

Our Fortune rolls us from a ſmooth Deſcent, 

And from the firſt Impreſſion takes the Bent: 
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But if unſeiz'd, the glides away lie Wind, 5 
And leaves repenting Folly far behind, 

, Dryaen's Abſalom ad Alumi 
How weak is Mortal Pride! to Heav'n alone 
Th' Event of Actions and our Bee are known. 


Pope's Od 
The Powers that minifter to- God's » Decrevs, 
And execute on Earth what he foreſees, 

Call'd Providence, or Chance, or fatal Sway, 
Comes with reſiſtleſs Force, and finds or makes her Way, 
Nor Kings, nor Nations, nor united Pow'r, 

One Moment can retard th' appointed Hour; 

For ſure, whate'er we Mortals hate or love, 

Or hope, or fear, depends on Pow'rs above. + 
They move our Appetites to Good or Ill, 


And by TOI neceflitate the Will. | - 
 Droden's Pal. & re. At 
To you, great Gods, I make my laſt Appeal: F; 
Or clear my Virtues, or my Crimes reveal : Th 
If wand'ring in the Maze of Fate I run, An 
And backward trod the Paths I ſought to ſhun ; _ 1 
Impute my Errors to your own Decree ; „ Ar 
My Hands are guilty,but my Heart is free. Dryd. Our La 
"Tis not in Man Jove's fix'd Decree to move; a 
The Great will glory to ſubmit to Jove. Pope's V. 
Oft on Events moſt Men miſcalculate, " 
Then call Mise, what indeed was Fate. " 


Mrs. 7. 


8 FAL S HO Ob. 
Caſtalio ! oh! how often has he ſworn, 


Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 
8 E're 
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F're be would falſify his Vows to me: : 
lake Haſte Conſuſion then ! Sun, loſe thy Light ! 
ard Stars drop dead with Sarrow to the Earth ; 
fer my Caſtalio's falſe, 4 

Falſe as the Wind, the Water, or the Weather: 
(wel as Tygers, o'er their trembling Prey, 

sel him in my Heart, he tears my Breaſt, 
4nd at each Sigh he drinks the guſhing Blood, | 
Otæway's Orphan, 


he hates, he loaths the Beauties that he has enjoy dz 
0k! he is falſe, that great, that glorious Man, 

I Tyrant midſt of his triumphant Spoils, 

|; bravely falſe, to all the Gods forſworn ! 

He that has warm'd my Feet with thouſand Sighs ; 
Then cool'd 'em by his Tears ! dy'd on my Knees ; 
0ut-wept the Morning with his dewy Eyes, 

And groan'd and ſworn the wond'rous Stars away | 
Filſe to Statira ! falſe to her that lov'd him ! | 
That lov'd him, cruel Victor as he was! 

And took him bath'd all o'er in Perſian Blood? 

Niſs'd the dear eruel Wounds, and waſh'd 'em o'er 
And o'er in Tears, then bound em with my Fair; | 
1 Laid him all Night upon my panting Boſom, 
Lull'd like a Child, and ſooth'd him with my Songs! 


Lee's Hlexandw. | 
| FAUNUS | 
Mean Time, the King, aftoniſh'd at the Sign, 
Haſtes to conſult his preſcient Sire Divine, 
ln dark Albunea's Shades, ſupreme of Woods, 
here from her Fountains boil re Floods ; 


If. 
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Thick from her Streams the Clouds of Poiſon riſe, 
And, charg'd with heavy Vapours, load the Skies. 
Here in Diſtreſs th' Italian Nations come, 
Anxious to clear their Doubts, and learn their Doom, 
Firſt on the Fleeces of the ſlaughter'd Sheep, 
By Night the ſacred Prieſt diſſolves in Sleep; 
When in a Train before his ſlumb'ring Eye 

Their Airy Forms and wond'rous Viſions fly. 
He calls the Pow'rs who guard th' Infernal Floods, 
And talks inſpir'd familiar with the Gods. 
To this dread Oracle the Prince withdrew, 
And firſt a hundred Sheep the Monarch flew ; 
Then on their Fleeces lay, and from the Wood 
He heard diſtin the Accents of the God. 

Pitt's Vi gil. 


FIGHT. Se BATTLE. 
His ſmoaking Horſes at their utmoſt Speed 
He laſhes on, and urges o'er the Dead. 
Their Fetlocks run with Blood, and, 4 5 they bound, 
The Gore and gath' * Duſt are daſh'd around. 

Dryden's Virgil. 
FIRE. 

As when in Summer welcome Winds ariſe, 
The watchful Shepherd to the Foreſt flies, 
And fires the midmoſt Plants ; Contagion ſpreads, 
And catching Flames infeſt th' neighb'ring Heads: 
Around the Foreſt flies the furious Blaſt, TL, 
And all the leafy Nation ſinks at laſt; 


And Vulcan rides in Triumph o'er the Waſte. 


The 


o Pottical Miſcellany. FIS 235 
e Paſtor, pleas'd with his dire Victory, 
Meld the dase Flames in Shoew aſcend the Sky. 
7 
1% 


(f Fiſhes next, my Friends, I would enquire, 
How the mute Race ingender, or reſpire; 
From the ſmall Fry that glide on. Jordan's Stream 
Lamark'd, a Multitude without a Name; 
To that Leviathan, 'who o'er the Seas 
lamenſe rolls onward his impetuous Ways, 
nd mocks the Wind, and in the Tempeſt plays? 
How they in warlike Bands march greatly forth 
From freezing Waters, and the colder North; 
To Southern Climes directing their Career, 
Tneir Station changing with th' inverted Year? 
How all with careful Knowledge are indu'd 
To chuſe their proper Bed, and Wave, and Food: c 
To guard their Spawn, and educate their Brood ? 
. Prior's Solomon. 
Our plenteous Streams a various 258 ſupply, 
The bright-ey'd Perch with Fins of Tyrian Dye, 
The filver Eel, in ſhining Volumes roll'd, ; 
The yellow Carp, with Scales bedropp'd with Gold, 
dvift Trouts, diverfify'd with crimſon Stains, 
And Pikes, the Tyrant, of the wat ry Plains. 
Pos Windſor Foreſt. 
The Fiſh in Sholes about the Bottom creep, | 
Nor longer dares the crooked Dolphin leap : 
Caſping for Breath th' unſhapen Phocz'die, 
and on the W emangres lie. Aub Ov. 
F.IS H ING. 
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FISHING. Wh 

In genial Spring, beneath the quiv'ring Shade, Tre 

Where cooling Vapours breathe along the Mead, An 

The patient Fiſher takes his filent Stand, be: 

Intent, his Angle trembling in his Hand ; Th 

With Looks unmov'd, he pops the ſcaly Breed, 10 

And eyes the nie Cork, and bending Reed. 1 

Pope's A ina ſar Feref, - 

So when by hollow Shores the Fiſhers Train 

Sweep with their arching Nets the hoary Main, H 

And ſcarce the maſhy Toils the 2 n con- g 
tain. 

All naked of their Element, and bare, g 


The Fiſhes pant and gaſp in thinner Air ; | 

Wide o'er the Sands are ſpread the ſtiff ning Prey, 

Till the warm Sun exhales their Souls away. 

Pope Odjſy, 

When genial e a living Warmth beſtows, 

And o'er the Year her verdant Mantle throws ; 

No ſwelling Inundation hides the Groynds, 

But cryſtal Currents glide within their Bounds : 

The finry Brood their wonted Haunts forſake, 

Float in the Sun, and ſkim along the Lake; 

With frequent Leap they range the ſhallow- Streams, 

Their ſilver Coats reflect the dazzling Beams. 

Now let the Fiſherman his Toils prepare, 

And arm himfelf with ev'ry wat'ry Snare; 

His Hooks, his Lines peruſe, with careful Eye 

Increaſe his Tackle, and his Rod reti. 2 
ED | en 


* 


When floating Clouds their ſpongy Fleeces drain, 
Troubling the Streams with ſwift deſcending Rain: 
and Waters, tumbling down the Mountain's Side, 

Bear the looſe Soil into the ſwelling Tide; 

Then ſoon as vernal Gales begin to riſe, | 

And drive the liquid Burthen through the Skies, 

The Fiſher to the neighb'ring Current ſpeeds, 

Whoſe rapid Surface purls unknown to Weeds; 

Upon a riſing Border of the Brook 

He fits him down, and ties the treach'rous Hook 3 
Now Expectation chears his eager Thought, 

His Boſom glows with Treaſures yet uncaught, 

Before his Eyes a Banquet ſeems to ſtand, _. 

Where ev'ry Gueſt applauds his ſkilful Hand. GD. 
Far up the Stream the twiſted Hair he throws, 

Which down the murm'ring Current gently. flows f 
When, if or Chance or Hunger's pow'rful Sway 
Directs the roving Trout this fatal Way, 

He greedily ſacks in the ſwimming Bait, 

And tugs and nibbles the fallacious Meat: 

Now happy Fiſherman, now twitch the Line ! 

How thy Rod bends | behold, the Prize is thine ! 
Caſt on the Bank, he dies with gaſping Pains, 
And trickling Blood his filver Mail diſtains, Gay. 
You muſt not ev'ry Worm promiſcuous uſe, 

judgment will tell thee proper Bait to chuſe; 

The Worm that draws a long immoderate Size 
The Trout abhors, and the rank Morſel flies; 

And, if too ſmall, the naked Fraud's in Sight, 
And Fear forbids, while Hunger does invite. 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe Baits will beſt reward the Fiſher's Pains, 
Whoſe poliſh'd Tails a ſhining Yellow ſtains: 
_ Cleanſe them from Filth, to give a tempting Gloſs ; 
Cheriſh the ſully'd Reptile Race with Moſs ; - 
Amid the verdant Bed they twine, they toil, 
And from their Bodies wipe their Native Soil. Cay. 
But when the Sun diſplays his glorious Beams, 
And ſhallow Rivers flow with ſilver Streams; 
Then the Deceit the ſcaly Breed ſurvey, 
Baſk in the Sun, and look into the Day. | 
' You now a more deluſive Art muſt try, | 
And tempt their Hunger with the curious Fly. Gay, 
To frame the little Animal provide 
All the gay Hues that wait on Human Pride; 
Let Nature guide thee, ſometimes golden Wire 
The ſhining Bellies of the Fly require ; 
The Peacock's Plumes thy Tackle muſt not fail, 
Nor the dear Purchaſe of the Sable's Tail. 
Each gaudy Bird ſome ſlender Tribute brings, 
And lends the growing Inſe& proper Wings. 
Silks of all Colours muſt their Aid impart, - 
And ev'ry Fur promote the F iſher's Art. 
So the gay Lady, with expenſive Care, 
Borrows the Pride of Land, of Sea, and Air; 
Furs, Pearls, and Plumes the glittering Thing diſplays 
. Dazzles our Eyes, and eaſy Hearts betrays. Gg. 
Mark well the various Seaſons of the Year, 
How the ſucceeding Inſect Race appear; 
In this revolving Moon one Colour reigns, 
Which in the next the fickle Trout diſdains. 


| Ole 
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* have I ſeen a ſkilful. Angler tr 3 0 i" 
e various Colours of the treach'rous Fly; _ —_ 
hen he with fruitleſs Pain hath ſkimm'd the Brook, 
xd the coy Fiſh rejects the ſkipping Hook; 
He ſhakes the Boughs that on the Margin grow, _ 15 
lich o'er the Stream a. waving Foreſt throw; 6 ll | 
ben, if an Inſect fall (his certain Guide) | in 
He gently takes him from the whirling Tide; | | ' 
Examines well his Form with curious Eyes, | ; | 
Hs gaudy Veſt, his Wings, his Horns, and Size. 
hen round his Hook the choſen Fur he winds, 
hid on the Back a ſpeckled Feather binds, 
v juſt the Colours ſhine through ev'ry Part, 
That Nature ſeems to live again in Art. | 
let not thy wary Step advance too near, 
Vhile all thy Hope hangs on a fingle Hair ; [ 
The new-form'd Inſe&t on the Water moves, ́ò it 
The ſpeckled Trout the curious Snare approves z | | 
pon the cireling Surface let it glide, | | | 
Vith nat'ral Motion from thy Hand ſupply'd. | 
\;zinſt the Stream now gently let it play, 5 
Now in the rapid Eddy roll away. 
The ſcaly Shoals float by, and, ſeiz d with Fear, 
 fchold their Fellows toſt in thinner Air; 
Jays bit ſoon they leap, and catch the ſwimming Bait, 
9. Plunge on the Hook, and ſhare an equal Fate. Gay. 
Vhen a briſk Gale againſt the Current blows, 
ind all the wat'ry Plain in Wrinkles flows, 
Then let the Fiſherman his Art repeat, 
There bubbling Eddies favour the Deceit. 
. | If 
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If an enormous Salmon n ſpy 
The wanton Errors of the floating Fly; 
He lifts his filver Gills above the Flood, 
And greedily ſucks in th' unfaithful Food; 
Then downward plunges with the fraud ful wit 
And bears with Joy the little Spoil away. 
Soon in ſmart Pain he feels the dire Miſtake, 
Laſhes the Wave, and beats the foamy Lake, 
With ſudden Rage he now aloft appears, ; 
And in his Eye convulſive Anguiſh bears; 
And now again, impatient of the Wound, 
He rolls and wreaths his ſhining Body round : 
Then headlong ſhoots beneath the daſhing Tide) 
The trembling Fins the boiling Waves divide; 
Now Hope exults the Fiſher's beating Heart, 
Now he turns pale, and fears his dubious Art; 
He views the tumbling Fiſh with longing Eyes, 
While the Line ſtretches with th' unwieldy Prize; 
Each Motion humours with his ſteady Hands, 
And one ſlight Hair the mighty Bulk commands, 
Till tir'd at laſt, deſpoil'd of all its Strength, 
The Game athwart the Stream.unfolds his Length. 
He now with Pleaſure views the gaſping Prize 
Gnaſ his ſharp Teeth, and roll his bloodſhor Eyes Dow 
Then draws him to the Shore with artful Care, Thei 


And lifts his Noſtrils in the fick"tiing Air ; ili 
Upon the burthen'd Stream he floating lies, 1 mi 
Stretching his quiv'ring Fins, and gaſping dies. E 
55 5 Gays eve 
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Now when the firſt foul Torrent of the Brooks, 

Seell'd with the vernal Rains, isebb'd-away:; 

And, whit'ning down their moſſy tinQur'd Stream, 

Deſcends the billowy Foam: New is the Time, 

ile yet the dark brown Water aids the Guile, - 

Totempt the Trout, the well-difſembled Fly, 

The Rod fine tapering with elaſtic Spring, 

natch'd from the hoary Steed the floating Line, 

And all thy ſlender wat'ry Stores prepare. 

jut let not on thy Hook the tortur'd Worm, 

(onvolfive, twiſt in-agonizing Fold 

Which, by rapacious Hunger ſwallow'd:deep, 

Gives, as you tear it from the bleeding Breaſt 

Ol the weak, helpleſs, uncomplaining Wretch, - 

Harſh Pain and Horror to the tender Hand. 
When with his lively Ray the-potent Sun; 

His pierc'd the Streams, and rous'd-the.finny Race, 

Then, iſſuing chearful, to thy Sport repair; 

chief ſhould the Weſlern Breezes curling play. 

And light o'er Ether bear the ſhad'wy Clouds. 

High to their Fount, this Day, amidithe Hills, 

And Woodland warbling round, trace-upithe Brooks, 

The next, purſue their rocky channell'd Maze, 

Down to the River, in whoſe ample Wave 

Their little Naids love to ſport at large. 

ut in the dubious Point, where withithe Pool 

b nix'd the trembling Stream, or where it boils 

Around the Stone, or, from the hollow'd Mok 


0 Vererted plays in undulating Flow 3. 


Now 


here throw, nice judging» the delaſire E 21 


VOL, I. 1 And, 


— — 


242 FIS The — Culipaidt 


And, as you load it round in artful Curves, 


With Eye attentive mark the ſpringing Game. 


Straight as above the Surface of the Flood 


They wanton riſe, or urg'd by Hunger leap, | 
Then fix, with gentle Twitch, the barbed Hook 


Some lightly toſſing to the graſſy Bank, 


And to the ſhelving Shore, flow dragging ſome, 
With various Hand proportion'd to their Force. 


If yet too young, and eaſily deceiv'd, | 
A worthleſs Prey ſcarce bends your pliant Rod, 
Him, piteous of his Youth, and the ſhort Space 
He has enjoy d the vital Light of Heav'n, 


Soft diſengage, and back into the Stream 


The ſpeckled Infant throw : But ſhould you lure, 
From his dark Haunt beneath the tangled Roots 


Of pendant Trees, the Monarch of the Brook; 


Behoves you then to ply your fineſt Art, 
Long Time he following eautious ſcans the Fly ; 
And oft attempts to ſeize it, but as oft 
The dimpled Water ſpeaks his jealous "On 
At laſt, while happy o'er the ſhaded Sun. 
Paſſes a Cloud, he deſp'rate takes the Death, 
With ſudden Plunge. At once he darts along, 


Deep ſtruck, and runs out all the lengthen d Line; 
Then ſeeks the fartheſt Ooze, the ſhelt ring Weed, 


The cavern'd Bank, his old ſecure Abode; 
And flies aloft, and fiounces round the Pool, 


| Indignant of the Guile. With yielding Hand, 


That feels him ſtill, yet to his furious Courſe 
Gives Way, you, now-retizing, following now 
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Acroſs the Stream, exhauſt his idle Rage: 
Till floating broad upon his breathleſs Side, 
And to his Fate abandon'd, to the Shore 

You gal * your unreſiſting Prize: 


* L ATTERY. 
parent of wicked, Bane of honeſt Needs, 
Pernicious Flatt'ry, thy malignant Seeds, 

In an ill Hour, and by a fatal Hand, 

Sadly diffus'd o'er Virtue's gleby Land, 

With riſing Pride amidſt the Corn appear, 

And choak the n Harveſt of wee 

riar's e 

3 L OWER. 

Thus guarded by the Tree of Jove, a Flow'r 

Shoots from the Earth, nor fears the ruſhing Show'r ; 

And, when the Fury of the Storm is laid, | 

Repays with Sweets the hoſpitable Shade. Broome.- 

Along the ſunny Bank, or wat'ry Mead, 4 

Ten thouſand Stalks their various Bloſſoms ſpread : 

Peaceful and lowly in their native Soil, 

Nor neither know to ſpin, nor care to toil ; 7 

Yet with confeſs'd Magnificence deride 


| Our vile Attire, and Impotence of Pride. 


The Cowſlip ſmiles, in brighter Yellow blows 


Than that which on the Bridegroom's Veſtment flows. 8 


Take but the humbleſt Lilly of the Field, 

And, if our Pride will to our Reaſon yield, 

It muſt by ſure Compariſon be ſnewn, 

That on inn David's Son, 
| M2 
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Array'd in all his Robes, and Types of Pow r, 
Shines with leſs Glory than that fimple Flow'r, 


Prior blen, 


Within the Chambers of che Globe they ſpy 
The Beds where ſleeping Vegetables lie; 

Till the glad Summons of a genial Ray 
Unbind the Glebe, and call them out to Day. 
Hence Pancies trick themſelves in various H oe, 
And hence Jonquils derive their fragrant Dew : 
Hence the Carnation and the baſhful Roſe | 
Their Virgin Blaſhes to the Morn diſcloſe : 
Hence the chaſte Lilly riſes to the Light, 
Unveils her ſnowy Breaſt, and charms the Sight : 
Hence Arbors are with twining Greens array'd, 
T' oblige OY Lovers with their Shade. 


Garth's Dan 


Þ O G. 
Now, by the cool declining Year e 2 

Deſcend the copious Exhalations, check'd, 
As up the middle Sky unſeen they ftole, 
And roll the doubling Fogs around the Hills. 
No more the Mountain, horrid, vaſt ſublime, 
Who pours a Sweep of Rivers from his Sides, 
And high between contending Kingdoms rears © 
The rocky long Diviſion, fills the View 2b 
with great Variety; but, in a Night 
Of gather'd Vapour, from the baffled Senſe 
| Sinks dark and dreary. Thence expanding far 

The huge Duſk, gradual ſwallows up the Plain. 

| Vaniſh the Woods; the dim ſeen River ſeems 11 


* * 
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dullen and flow, to roll the miſty Wave. | | 
Ev'n in the Height of Noon oppreſs'd, the Sun 
Sheds weak and blunt his wide refratted Ray: 

Whence glaring oft, with many a broaden'd Orb, 
He frights the Nations, Indiſtinct on Earth, 
Seen through the turbid Air, beyond the Life 
Objects appear; and, wilder'd, o'er the Waſte 
The Shepherd Ralks gigantic. Till at laſt 
Wreath'd dun around, in deeper Circles ill 
Succeſſive cloſing, fits the gen'ral Fog 
Unbounded o'er the World; and, mingling thick, 
A ſormleſs grey Confuſion covers all. 
| TSS homſon' s. Seaſons. 
The Weſtern Sun withdraws the ſhorten'd Day ; 8 
And humid Evening, gliding o'er the Sky, 
In her chill Progreſs, to the Ground condens'd, 
The Vapours throws, where creeping Waters ooze, - 
Where Marſhes ſtagnate, and where Rivers wind, 
Cluſter the rolling Fogs, and ſwim along 
The duſky- mantled Lawn. T homſon's Seaſons... 
„„ | 
The Hawthorn whitens, and the juicy Groves 
Put forth their Buds, unfolding by Degrees; 
Till the whole leafy Foreſt ſtands diſplay d, 
In full Luxuriance, to the fighing Gales ; 
Where the Deer ruſtle through the twining Brake, 
and the Birds ſing conceal d.  Thomſon's Seaſons. 
FORTITU D E. 

Ok Fortitude ! divinely brigbt, 
Oh Virtue's Child, and Man's Delight! b 
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- Deſcend an amicable Geet ; 5 20 
And with thy Firmnefs fleet my Breaſt. | 22 
But who like thee can boaſt a Soul ſedate, 
So firmly Proof to all the Shocks of Fate? 
Thy Force, like Steel; a temper'd Hardneſs fhews, 
Still edg'd to wound, and fill untir'd with Blows : 
Like Steel uplifted by ſome ſtre nuous Swain, £2 
With falling Woods to firew the waſted Plain. 

; Pope s Dial. 
With ſuch unſhaken Temper of the Soul, 
| To bear the ſwelling Tide of proſp'raus Fortune, 


Is to deſerve that Fortune. in-Adverfity = 


The Mind grows rough by buffeting Tempeſt . 

But, in Succeſs diſſolving, finks to Faſe, 

And loſes all her Firmneſs. Rowe's Tamerlant 

| Thou haft been : 

As one in fofering all, that ſuffers nothing: 

A Man whom Fortune buffets and rewards | 

Has ta'en with equal Thanks: And blefs'd are they 

Whoſe Blood and Judgment mingled are ſo well, 

That they are not a Pipe for Fortune's Finger, 

To ſound what Stop ſhe pleaſe. Shakeſpeare's Hamill. 
What tho' the Field be loſt, 

All is not loft ! thi unconquerable Will A 

And Study of Revenge; immortal Hate 1 

And Courage never to ſabmit or yield, q 

And what is elſe not to be overcome ? 

That Glory never ſhall his Wrath or Might 

Extort from me. To bow and ſue for Grace 

With ſuppliant Knee, and deify his Pow'r, 


Who 
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Who from the Terror of his Arm ſo late 
Doubled his Empire; that were low indeed, 
That were an Ignominy and Shame beneath 
This Downfall. 9 85 Bito s At Tap: | 


FORTUNE. 


Hence let the Tides of Plenty ebb and flow, 

And Fortune's various Gales unheeded blow ; 

If at my Feet the ſuppliant Goddeſs ſtands, 
And ſheds her Treaſure with unweary'd Hands: 
Her preſent Favour cautious I'll embrace, 
And not unthankful uſe the proffer'd Grace: 

If ſhe reclaims the temporary Boon, 


And tries her Pinions flutt'r ring to be _ 
Secure of Mind, I'll obviate her Intent, 


And unconcern'd return the Goods ſhe rs 

Nor Happineſs can I, nor Mis'ry feel, 

From any Turn of her fantaſtic Wheel. 

Friendſhip's great Laws and Love's ſuperior Pow're 
ol OE CN AIR | 
Prior's Solomon, 


Fortune, blind, frantic, deaf, with refileſs Wings 

The World ſhe ranges, and her Favours flings : 

Flings and reſumes ; and plunders and be ſtows; 

Caprice divides the Bleflings and the Woes. 

Her Grace unſtable as her tott'ring Ball, 

Whene'er ſhe ſmiles, ſhe meditates our Fall. | 

When moſt we truſt her, we are cheated moſt ; | 

In deſolating Loſs we mourn our Boat - 
M 4 He 3 
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Her cruel Blaſt invades our haſty Fruit, 
And withers all our Glory at the Root. ＋ 
Seott's Tabh 55 Ceben 
On High, whens be Winds nor Clouds refort, 
The hood-wink'd Goddeſs keeps her partial Court : 
Upon a Wheel of Amethiyſt ſhe ſits, 
Gives and reſumes, and ſmiles and frowns by Fits, 
In this till Labyrinth around her lie | 
Spells, Philtres, Globes, and Schemes of Palmiſtry ; 
A Sigil in this Hand the Gipſey bears, 
Int other's prophetic Sieve and Sheers. 
 , _ Garth's Diſpenſay. 80 
-D Fortune fair, like al thy treach'rous Kind 3 ES U 
But faithleſe Rill, and wav'ring as the Wind: A 
O painted Monſter, form'd Mankind to cheat H 
A 
Sc 


With pleaſing . and with ſoſt Deceit. 
Poje's January and May, 

Tis ſhe that gives (fo mighty is ber Pow'r I) P 

Faith to the Jew, Complexion to the Moor, 8 

She is the Wretch's Wiſh, the Rook's Pretence, 

The Sluggard's Eaſe, the Coxcomb's Providence : 

Souls Heav'nly- born her faithleſs Boons defy z 

| The Brave is to himſelf a Deity.  Garth's Diſpenſary 

Th' unreas'ning Crowd, to Paflion's Sequel blind, 

By Paſſion fir d, and impotent of Mind : 

Competitors in clamorous Suit to ſhare 

The Toys ſhe toſſes with regardleſs Air ; 

_ Trifles for ſolid Mirth by moſt purſu'd, 

Bright. colour d Vapours, and fantaſtic Good 3 
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The Pageantry of Wealth, the Blaze of __ * 


Titles, an Offſpring to extend the Name: * 

Hoge Strength or Beauty, which the Song obey, - 

The Victors Laurel, and deſpotie Sway, '.' -: } 
Theſe humour'd in their Vows with laviſh Praife if 
The Glory of the gracious Goddeſs raiſe: | | | 
Thoſe other Loſers in her chanceful Game, 


Sborn of their All, or fruſtrate in their Aim, 


In Murmurs of their hard Miſhap complain, 
And mm A 

1:15: eee Table of Ceber. 
See | high in Air the ſportive Goddeſs hang. 
Unlocks her Caſket, ſpreads her glittering Ware, 


And calls the giddy Winds to puff abroad 4 


Her random Bounties o'er the gaping Throng. 
All ruſh rapacious:; Friends o'er trodden Friend; 
Sons o'er their Fathers; Subjects o'er their Kings; 
Priefls o'er their Gods; and Lovers o'er the _ | 
Fs more ador'd)' to catch the golden Shower. 
' Young's Night 7. _ 
Origin Frou T A INS and Rivers. [5 
A; when of old (ſo ſung the Hebrew Bard) 1 
Light, uncollected, through the Chaos urg d = 
Its Infant Way; nor Order yet had drawn © = 
His lovely Train from out the dubious Gloom. 
Theſe roving Miſts, that conſtant now * (of 
To ſmoak along the Hilly Country 3 theſe, | 
With weighty Rains, and melted Alpine Srows, 
The Mountain Cifterns fill thoſe ample stores | | 
of Wane ſcoop'd among the kollow Sy” _ 
Ms Whence 9 
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Whence guſh the-Streams; the cenſcleſs ene phy, 
And their unfailing Wealth the Rivers draw. 
Some Sapes ſay, that where the- numerous Wave | 
Forever laſhes the reſounding Show, 
Drill'd through the ſandy Stratum, every Way, 
The Waters with the ſandy Stratum riſez 
Amid whofe Angles infinitely firain'd, 
They joyful leave their jaggy Saks behind, 
And clear and ſweeten, as they ſoak along. 
Nor ſtops the refileſs Fluid, mounting till, 
Thv' oft amidft theirriguous Vale it ſprings ; 
But to the Mountain, courted by the Sand, 
That leads it darkling on its faithful Maze,” 
Far from the Parent Main, it boils again 
Freſh into Day; andull the glittering Hit 
Is bright with ſpoating Rills. But hence this vain 
Amufive Dream Why ue per weer | 
To take fo far à Journey to the Hals, 
When the ſweet Vallies offer to their Toil - 
Inviting Quiet, and a nearer Bed! | 
Or if, by blind Ambition ted aſtfay, ' 
They muſt aſpire ; Why ould they fo Baden 4 
Among the broken Mountains reſhy Della, 
And, e're they gain its higheſt Peak, deſert - 
Th' attractive Sand that charm'd their Courſe ſo long 
| Befide the hard agglomerating Salts, 
The Spoil of Ages would impervious choak 
Their ſecret Channels; or, by flow Degrees, 
High as the Hills protrude the ſwelling Vale: H 
Old Ocean too, ſucs'd through the porous Globe, T 
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Had long e're no forſoo bis horrid Bed, t 
And brought Deucalion's wat ry Times again. | 
— —— Say chen where lurk che vaſt exernal Springs, 
That, like creating Nature, lie conceal'd 
From Mortal Eyes, yet with their laviſh Stores 
Refreſh the Globe, and all its joyous Tribes ? 
O thou pervading Genius, giv'a to Man, | 
To trace the Secrets of the dark Abyſs, 
O lay the Fountain bare! and wide diſplay 
Their hidden Structure to th' aſtoniſh'd View ! 
Strip from the branching Alps their piny Load, | 
The huge Incumbrance of horrific Woods | ns 
From Afian Taurus, from Imaus firetch'd 
Athwart the roving Tartars ſullen Bounds! 
Give opening Hemus.to my ſearching Eye, 
And high Olympus pouring many a Stream! 
O from the ſounding Sammits of the North, 
The Defrine Hills, through Scandinavia roll'd, 
To fartheſt Lapland, and the frozen Main ; 
From lofty Caucaſus, far ſeen by thoſe | 
Who in the Caſpian and black Euxine teil; | 
From cold Riphean Rocks, which the wild Ruſs 
Believes the ſony Girdle of the World'z 
And all the dreadful Mountains wrapp'd in Storm, 
Whence wide Siberia draws her lonely Floods ; | 
O ſweep th' eternal Snows ! hung o er the Deep, 
That ever works beneath his ſounding Baſe j. : 
Bid Atlas, propping Heav'n,/ RS 4 
His ſubterraneous Wonders ſpread ! unveil 
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Of Abyflinia's Cloud-compelling Cliffs, i". ; 
And of the bending Mountains of the Moon ! 
O'er-topping all theſe Giant-Sons of Earth, 
Let the dire Andes, from the radiant Line, 
Stretch'd to the ſtormy Seas, that thunder round 


The Southern Pole, their hideous Deeps unfold ! 
Amazing Scene! Behold ! the Glooms diſcloſe ; - 


T ſee the Rivers in their Infant Beds ! 
Deep, deep, I bear them lab'ring to get free! "2 
I ſee the leaning Strata artful rang'd; 
The gaping Fiſſures to receive the Rains, 
The melting Snows, and ever-dripping Fogs ; 
Strew'd bibulous above I ſee the Sands, 
The pebbly Gravel next, the Layers then 

Of mingled Moulds, of more retentive Earths, 
The gutter d Rocks, and mazy-running Clefts ; 
That, while the ſtealing: Moiſture they tranſmit, 
Retard its Motion, and forbid its Waſte. 
Beneath th' inceſſant Weeping of theſe Drains, 
I ſee the rocky Siphons ſtretch'd immenſe, 

The mighty Reſervoirs of harden'd Chalk, 
Or ſtiff compaRted Clay, capacious form d. 
O'erflowing thenee, the congregated en 


The eryſtal Treaſures of the liquid World, 
Through the ſtirr'd Sands a bubbling Paſſage bn 5 


And welling out, around the middle Steep, 

Or from the Bottom of the boſom'd Hills, 

In pure Effuſion flow. United, thus, 

Th' exhaling Sun, the Vapour-burden'd Air, 
The gelid Mountains, that to Rain conden: d 
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Theſe Vapours in continual Current draw, 
And ſend em o'er the fair divided Earth, 
In bounteous Rivers to the Deep again ; 
A ſocial Commerce hold, and firm ſupport. 
The full adjuſted Harmony of Things, + 
. Tbomſon s Seaſons, 
| FOWL. See BIRDS. 1 
See over- head a Flock of new-ſprung Fowl 
Hangs in the Air, and does the Sun control! ; 
Dark'ning the Sky, they hover oer and ſhroud | 
The wanton Sailors with a feather'd Cloud. Walker, 
So ſpread upon 8 Lake with uprear'd Eye, 
A Plump of Fowl behold their Foe on high : _ 
They cloſe their trembling Troop, and all attend, 
On whom the ſouſing Eagle will deſcend. 4 ogy” 
 Dryden's Theod. and Hon, 
BY FOWLING. aft 2 
lee ſeen the Sportſman latent Nets diſplay, 
To catch the feather'd 'Warblers of the Spray: 
Deſpiſe the Finch that flutter'd round in Air, 
And court the ſweeter Linnet to his Snares 
Yet weary, cold, ſucceſsleſs, leave the Plain, L 
Nor painted Finch, nor ſweeter Linnet gain.  Blackheck., © 
Wich ſlaught' ring Guns th! unweary'd Fowler ve, | 
; When Froſts have whiten'd all the naked Groyet ; 
Where Doves in Flocks the leafeleſs Tree o'erldade, 
And lonely Woodcocks haunt th' wat'ry Glade, 
He lifts the Tube, and levels with his Eye; 
Straight a ſhort Thunder breaks the frozen Sky: 
| Off, as in airy Rings they ſkim the Heath, 
fe The clam'rous Lapwings feel the leaden Death: 


1 
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Nor muſt the Gio Verſe the Gun forbear, 


But what's the Fowler's be the Muſe's Care. 

See how the well-taught Pointer leads the Way ; 
The Scent grows warm, he ftops, he ſprings the Prey. 
The flutt' ring Coveys from the Stubble riſe, 

And on ſwift Wings divide the ſounding Skies. 
The ſcatt'ring Lead purſaes the certain Sight, 


And Death in Thunder overtakes their Flight. 


Cool breathes the Morning Air, and Winter's Hand 
Spreads wide her hoary Mantle o'er the Land ; 

Now to the Copſe thy leſſer Spaniel take, 
Teach him to range the Ditch, and force the Brake. 
Not cloſeſt Coverts can protect the Game, 
Hark ! the Dog opens ; take thy certain Aim ; 


The Woodcock flutters ; how — rb 


The Wood reſounds ; he wheels, he drops, he dies. Ca, 
Nor leſs the Spaniel, fkilful to betray, 

Rewards the Fowler with the feather'd Prey. 

Soon as the lab'ring Horſe, with ſwelling Veins, 


Hath ſafely hous'd the Farmer's doubtful Gains ; 


To ſweet Repaſt th' unwary Partridge flies, 
With Joy amid the fcatter'd Harveſtlies ; 
Wand'ring in Plenty, Danger he forgets, 
Nor dreads the Stav'ry of entangling Nets. 
The ſubtle Dog ſcow'rs with ſagacious Noſe | 
Along the Field, and fnuffs each Breeſe that blows. 
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Againſt the Wind he takes his prudent Way, 
While the ſtrong Gale direQs him to the Prey + 
| Now the warm Scent aſſures the Covey near ; | 
He treads with Caution, and he points with mn 'T 
Then left ſome Centry Bird the Fraud defcery, 
And bid his Fellows from the Danger fly: 
Cloſe to the Ground in Expettation lies, 
Till in the Snare the flattering Covey flies. 
Soon as the bluſhing Light begins to ſpread, 
And glancing Phœbus gilds the Mountain's Head, 
His early Flight th' ill-fated Partridge takes, 
| And quits the friendly Shelter of the Brakes: 
Or when the Sun cafts a declining Ray, E 
And drives his Chariot down the Weſtern Way z 
Let your obſequious Ranger ſearch a mund, 
Where yellow Stubble withers on the Ground: 
Nor will the roving Spy direct in vain, 
But numerous Coveys gratify thy Pain. — 
. When the Meridian Sun contracts the Shade, 
And friſking Heifers ſeek the cooling Glade, 
Or when the Country floats with ſudden Rains, 
Or driving Miſtsdeface the moiſt'ning Plains; 
In vain his Toib th' unſkilſul Fowler tries, 
While in thick Woods the feeding Partridge lies. Gay. 
FRIEND. : 


Celeſtial Happineſs, whene'er ſhe ſtoops 8 
To viſit Earth, one Shrine the Goddeſs finds, 5 

And one alone, to make her ſweet Amend 
For abſem Heav'n——the Boſom of a Friend; 
| Where 
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Where Hearts meet Hearts et 

Each other's Pillow to — Divine 
| Young's Night 7 bong, 


Thou Seater of my Choice ; : A Bond more ſacred 
Than Nature's brittle Tie: By holy Friendſhip 
Glory and Fame flood ſtill for thy Arrival; 
My Soul ſeem'd wanting of its better Half, 
And languiſh'd for thy Abſence ; like a Prophet, 
That waits the Inſpiration af its God i 5: ir 
Koe Tamerlon, 
HED FRIENDSHIP. K 
A generous Friendſhip no cold Medium knows; 
Burns with one Love, with one Reſentment glows; ' 
One ſhould our Int'reſt and our Paſſions be, - | 
My Friend an,. Man that et 
| Pope's Dial. 
Immortal Friendikip; hos \ unblemi'd Name af 
Why ſhould I. fear t'admit thy ſacred Flame? 
Why with fantaſtie Rules thy Force control, 
And damp the noble Ardour in my Soul? 
When thou art baniſh'd from men un, 
Envy and Rage the gloomy Seat inſeſt. 
The gentle Warmth inſpires the Worlds des 
6 Thoſe pure Abodes of Innocence and Love. 
2 Mrs. GG 


But yet the Soul, 8 er its nn do, 
Muſt lift its Head above the baſer Crew 3 
Celeſtial Friendſhip, with its nicer Rules, | 

"Hronaſe not Nes wor the Clubs of ro. 
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lt aſks to make this Union ſoft and long, 
A Mind ſuſceptible, and Judgment ftrong ; 
And then a Taſte ; but let that Tafte be given 
by mighty Nature, and the Stamp of Heav'n. 
poſſeſs'd of theſe, the juſtly temper'd Flame 
Will grow inceſſant, and be ſtill the ſame ; 
Not mov'd by Sorrow, Sickneſs, or by Age, 
To ſullen Coolneſs, or diſtemper'd Rage. Mrs. Leapor, 
Friendſhip is Love, from all its Droſs refin'd, 
1. Tue chaſte Enjoyment of th' immortal Mind : : 
A Paſhon warm, benevolent, fincere ; 
Tis ſuch as Angels do to Angels bear. 
; Unmix'd with wanton Thoughts and looſe Deſires, 
The purer Flame to nobler Heights aſpires ; 
Jo eaſe the Boſom that is deep diſtreſs'd, 
0) And raiſe the Tranſport of the joyſul Breaſt; . 
This Gift Divine the Power ſupreme beſtows, / 4 
To aid our Joys, and diſſipate our Wos 
To make the chearful Hours of Life more gay, 
And drive the en Shades away. 2650 
Mrs. Maſe. 


Kind Namn gave, in Pity to Mankind, 
This ſocial Virtue to the Human Mind : 
This gives our Pleaſures a more eaſy Flow, 
* And helps to blunt the Edge of ſmarting Woe ; 
The Soul's Relief, with Grief or Cares oppreſt, 
s to diſcloſe them to a faithful Breaſt; 
And then how lovely in a Friend appear 
The mournful Sigh and ſympathifing Tear ! 1 
. When 
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When changing Fortune with propitious Ray 
Gilds the brown Evening, or the ſmiling Day; 
The pleas'd Companion ſhares the welcome Tide, 
And n in Joy the 9 Minutes glide. 
. Mrs. Leapor. 

Is aught ſo fair 
In all the dewy Landſcape of the Spring, 
In the bright Eye of Heſper on the Morn, 
In Nature's faireſt Forms is anght * ** 


As virtuous Friendſhip ? 
Alenſide's Pleaſures s ws a 


As Bees mix'd Nectar draw from fragrant Flow'rs, 

So Men from Friendſhip Wiſdom and Delight : 
Twins ty'd by Nature, if they part, they die. 
Young's Night Thoughts 
What ! if fince, duing on fo-ule a Theme; | 
I ſhew that Friendſhip's delicate as dear, 
Of tender Violations apt to die ? 
Reſerve will wound it ; and Diſtruſt deſtroy. 
Deliberate on all Things with thy Friend; 
But ſince Friends grow, not thick, on ev'ry Bough, 
Nor ev'ry Friend unrotten at the Core ; 

Firſt on thy Friend deliberate with thyſelf ; 
Pauſe, ponder, fift ; not eager in the Choice, 
Nor jealous of the Choſen ; fixing Fire; 
Judge before Friendſhip, then confide till Death. 
Well for thy Friend, but nobler far for thee ; | 
How gallant Danger for Earth's higheſt Prize ? 
A Friend is worth all Hazard we can run ; 


Poor 
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wor is the friendleſs Maſter of a World: 
A World in Purchaſe for's Friend is Gain. 

_ © Young's Night m_ 

F NOS T. 
When ſtormy Winter from the frozen North, 
Borne on his icy Chariot, iſſues forth ; . 
The blaſted Groves their verdant Pride reſign, 
ind Waters, harden'd into Cryftal, ſhine: 
Sharp blows the Rigour of the piercing Winds, 
ind the broad Floods as with a Breaft-plate-binds ; 
byn the proud Seas forget in Tides to roll, 
Beneath the Freezings of the Northern Pole; 
There Waves on Waves in ſolid Mountains riſe, 
'And Alps of Ice invade the wond'ring Skies z _ 
While Gulphs below, and ffippery Vallies lie, 
And with « veil Brigihwell puin'the ys 3 
But if warm Winds a warmer Air reſtore, 
And ſofter Breezes bring a genial Show'r, 
Tne genial Show'r revives the chearful Plain, 
And the * Hun flow down into the Main. 

Broome. 
What art 8. Froſt? And whence are thy keen Stores 
Deriv'd, thou ſecret all- invading Pow'r, 
Whom even th' illuſive Fluid cannot fly * 
ls not thy potent Energy, unfeen, 
Myriads of little Salts, or hook'd, or ſhap'd, 
Like double Wedges, and diffus'd immenſe 
Thro' Water, Earth, and Ether! Hence at De r 
An g 


Steam'd eager from the red Horizon round, 
With the fierce Rage of Winter deep ſuffus'd, 
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An icy Gale oſt ſhifting, o'er the Pool 1 


Breathes a blue Film, and in its mid dae e Fi 
Arreſts the bick' ring Stream; the looſen'd 5 lod b 
Let down the Flood, and half diflolv'd by Day, veruf 
Ruſtles no more; but to the ſedgy Bank - en 


Faſt grows, or gathers round the pointed: Signs Wie 
A cryſtal Pavement, by the Breath of Heav'n 
Cemented firm ; till ſeiz'd from Shore to Shore 
The whole-impriſon'd River grows below, 
Loud rings the frozen Earth, and hard reflect? ͤ Peer 
A double Noiſe ; while, at his Evening Watch, W- 
The Village Dog deters the Nightly Thief; Theſe 
The Heifer lows ; the diſtant Water- fall | 

Swells in the Breeze; and, with the baſty Tread 
Of Traveller, the hollow-ſounding Plain 
Shakes from afar. The full Ethereal Round, LH 
Infinite Worlds diſcloſing to the View, _ befor 
Shines out intenſly keen; and, all one Cope iP 
Of ſtarry Glitter, glows from Pole to Pole; 
From Pole to Pole the rigid Influence falls 
Through the ſtill Night, inceſſant, heavy, ſtrong, 
And ſeizes Nature faſt ; it freezes on, 1 
Till Morn, late riſing o'er the drooping World, 
Lifts her pale Eye unjoyous ; then appear _. 
The various Labours of the filent Night: A 2: 
Prone from the dripping Eave, and dumb Caſcade, F 
Whoſe idle Torrents only ſeem to roar, 

The pendant Icicle ; the Froſt-work fair, 
Where tranſient Hues and fancy'd Figures riſe; Or 1 
Wide ſpouted o'er the Hill, the frozen Brook, 


A livid 


vid 
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\livid Traft, cold gleaming on the Morn, wit 
He Foreſt bent beneath the plumy Wave, 
ud by the Froſt refin'd the whiter Snow, 
cruſtated hard, and ſounding to the Tread 
early Shepherd, as he penſive ſeeks | 
b pining Flock, or from the Mountain Top, 
as'd with the * Surface, quick deſcends. | 

Thomfſon's Seaſons. | 
| F U R IE S. x 


in the diſmal Regions, void of Light, | 

[tree Daughters at a Birth were born to Night; 

Theſe their brown Mother, brooding on her Care, 

mda d with windy Wings to flit in Air, 

ih Serpents girt ke, and crown'd with hiſſing | 

Hair. | 

I: Heav'n the Diræ call'd, and till at Hand, 

fore the Throne of angry Jove they ſtand ; 

n Minifters of Wrath, and ready ſtill, 

te Minds of Mortal Men with Fears to fill: 

hene er the moody Sire, to wreak his Hate, 

on Realms or Towns deſerving of their Fate, 

urls down Diſeaſes, Death, and deadly Care, 

id terrifies the guilty World with War. 
-  Droden's Virgil. 

FUTURITY. Se RESURRECTION. 

o be or not to be, that is the Queſtion! 

Whether 'tis nobler in the Mind to ſuffer 

le Slings and Arrows of outrageous Fortune; 

Or to take Arms againſt a Sea of Troubles, 

ad by oppoſing end them ! To die! to fleep ! * | 

5 3 . : 


- 


For who would bear the Whips and Scorm of Time, 
- 'Th' Oppreſſor's Wrong, the poor Man's Contumely, 


With a bare Bodkin ? Who would Fardles bear 


Is fickled o'er with the pale Caſt of Thought, 
And Enterprizes of great Pith and Moment, 
With this Regard, their Currents turn away, 


* * 
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No more! and by a Sleep to ſay we end 

The Heart-ach, and the thouſand nat'ral Shocks 
That Fleſh is Heir to ! Tis a Conſummation * 
Devoutly to be wiſhed, to die | to ſleep! i! 
To ſleep, perchance to dream ! ay, there's the Rub ; 
For in that Sleep of Death what Dreams may come, 
When we have ſhuffled off this Mortal Coyle, en; 
Muſt give us Pauſe ; there's the Reſpet 
That makes Calamity of ſo long Life : 


The Pangs of deſpis'd Love, the Law's Delay, 


The Inſolence of Office, and the Spurns 


That patient Merit of th' Unworthy takes, 
When he himſelf might his Quietus make 


To groan and ſweat under a weary Life? 
The undiſcover'd Country, from whoſe Borne 
No Traveller returns, puzzles the Will, | 

And makes us rather bear thoſe Ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of 
Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of us all, 
And thus the native View of Reſolution 


And loſe the Name of Action. Shakeſpeare's F 
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SALES. 


F T to the haſting Zephyrs have I ſaid: 

You, hapleſs Gales ! ſhall fan my lovely Maid. 

may no pointed Rocks your Wings deform ; 

may your ſpeedy Journey meet no Storm. | 

ſoft you whiſper round my Heav'nly Fair, 

y on her Breaſt, and wanton with her Hair; 

athful to Love the tender Meſſage bear, 

ud breathe my endleſs Sorrows in her Ear. Blacklec. 
GARDEN. & E DE N. 

ar me, ye Gods, in Baia's gentle Seats, 

cover me in Umbria's green Retreats : 

here ev'n rough Rocks with tender Myrtle bloom, 

ud trodden Weeds ſend out a rich Perfume: 

dere Weſtern Gales eternally reſide, 

id all the Seaſons laviſh all their Pride: 

loſſoms and Fruits and Flow'rs together riſe, 

id the whole Year in gay Confuſion lies. 

Addiſon” s Letter to Lord Halifax, 

At once, array d 

all the G of che guſhing Year, 

Nature's ſwift and ſecret working Hand, 

ic Garden glows, and fills the lib'ral Air 

lich laviſh Fragrance; while the promis d Fruit 

is yet a little Embryo, unperceiv'd, | 

Iithin its Crimſon Folds, Thomſon's Seaſons... 


GENERAL. 


ly, 


ES 


— —— 
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GENERAL = Bat 
He in the Shock of changing Hoſts unmov'd, An 
Amidſt Confuſion, Horror, and Deſpair, 90 
Examin'd all the dreadful Scenes of War : oe 


In peaceful Thought the Field of Death ſurrey d. MI” 
To fainting Squadrons ſent the timely —_—” 
Inſpir'd repuls'd Battalions to engage, 
And * the doubtful Battle where to rage. 

| Addiſon" 8 Campaign, Thi 
Each Leader now his ſcatter'd Force conjoins 
In cloſe Array; and forms the deep ning Lines; 
Not with more Eaſe the ſkilful Shepherd Swain 
Collects his Flock from Millions on the Plain. 
The King of Kings, majeſtically tall, 
Tow'rs o'er his Armies, and outſhines em all ; 
Like ſome proud Bull, that round the Paſture leads 
His ſubje& Herds ; the Monarch'of the Meads ; 
Great as the God th' exalted Chief is ſeen; 
His Strength like Neptune, and like Mars his Mein: 
Jove o'er his Eyes Celeſtial Glories ſpread, 
And e Conqueſt plays around his Head. 

Pope's Ihad. 

Through all his Hoſt inſpiring Paid; he flies, 
And bids the Thunder of the Battle riſQ. 
Swift as the Whirlwind drives the ſcatt ring Foes, 
And dyes the Ground in Purple as he goes. 
Pape: Thad. 
Where-e'er he e paſy'd, a purple Stream purſu'd 
His _ W fat with hoſtile Blood; 


Bib d 


2 


lad. 
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Math d all his Footfleps, dy'd the Field with Gore, 
dad a low Groan remurmur'd through the Shore. 
do the grim Lion, from his mighty Den, 
('er-leaps his Fences, and invades the Pen; 
on Sheep or Goats, refiitleſs in his Way, | 
He falls, and foaming, rends the IE Prey. 
7 Y | Pope's 2 
GHOSTS. Coe Fas! uf 
Then Shades, the Sport of ev'ry Wind, are toſs'd © 
0} "a * or tread the burning Coaſt, _ 
Dass i 
GIR DLE 8 
That which her ſlender Waiſt conſin d, 
ſhall now my joyful Temples bind. 
No Monarch but would give his Crown, 
His Arms might do as this has done. 
My Joy, my Grief, my Hope, my Love, 
Did all within this Circle move. 
\ narrow Compaſs ! and yet there 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair. 
Give me but what this Ribband bound, 


Take all the veſt the Sun goes ound. all. 


The Gleaners ſprtad around, and here and there, 
pike after Spike, their ſparing Harveſt pick. 5 

de not too narrow,” Huſbandmen ! but fling 

from the full Sheaf, with charitable Stealth, | 
The liberal Handful. Think, oh! grateful think ?/ 


How good the God of Harveſt is to du: 9 
Vho pours Abundance o er your flowing Fields; 


VOL. I. | N While 


> 
. 
— li a. ts. * ** 
* 


266 GNA The Entertaining de, 


While theſe unhappy Partners of your Kind 
Wide hover round you, like the Fowls of Heav'n, 
And aſk their humble Dole. The various Turns 
Of Fortune ponder; that your Sons may'nt want 
What now, with hard Reluctanes, faine, ye give. 
Fe e 
8 L 0 W - w O R M. 
Among the erooked Lanes, on every Hedge, 
The Glow- worm lights his Gem; and thro” the Dark 
A moving Radiance twinklen. . Thomjfon's Seaſons, 
„„ Te OS 
No more, my Goats, ſliall T behold you climb 
The ſteepy Cliffs, or crap the flow'ry Thyme : 
No more extended in the Grot below, . 
Shall ſee you brouzing on the Mountain's s 
The prickly Shrubs, and after on the Bare 
Lean down the deep Abyſe; and hang in . 
| po. 7 gil, 


6 N A 7. 
Fix thy corporeal and internal "Vp 
On the young Gnat, or new-ingender'd Fly : 
On the vile Worm, that Yeſterday began 
| To crawl; thy Fellow. creatures, alien Man ! ! 


Like thee they breathe, they move, they taſte; they ſee, 


They ſhew'their Paſſions by their Acts like thee'; 
Darting their Stings, they previouſly, declare 
Deſign'd Revenge, and fierce Intent of War; 
Laying their Eggs, they evidently prove. . + 
The genial Pow'r and fall Effect of Love. 


— 
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Fach then has Organs to digeſt his Food; 

One to beget, and one receive the Brood: IEP 
Has Limbs and Sinews, Blood, and Heart, and Brains, 
Life and her proper Functions to ſuſtain, { 
Through the whole Fabric ſmaller than a Gmia. 
What more can our penurious Reaſon grant 

To the large Whale, or cafiled Elephant? 

To thoſe enormous Terrors of the Nile, 

The creſted Snake, and long-tail'd Crocodile? 
Them that all differ but in Shape and Name, 

Each deſtin'd to a leſs or larger Fame? 

Prior's Selomen, 


GOBLET: 


The Banquet done, the Monarch gives the Sign | 


To fill the Goblet high with ſparkling Wine ; 

Which Danaus us'd in ſacred Rites of old, 

With Sculpture grac'd, and rough with rifing Gold. 
Here to the Clouds victorious Perſeus flies; 1 
Meduſa ſeems to move her languid Eyes, f 
And ev'n in Gold turns paler as ſhe dies. 


There ſrom the Chace Jove's tow'ring Eagle bears, 


on golden Wings, the Phrygian to the Stars. 
Still as he riſes in th ÆEtherial Height, 
His native Mountains leſſen to his Sight 3 
While all his ſad Companions upward gaze, 
fix d on the glorious Scene in wild Amaze 5 
And the ſwift Hounds, affrighted as he flies, 
an to unn and bark againſt the Skier. 
Papt's gun. 


N 2 80, 


5 - 
— ——ů — 
— — — — 


268 ad The Entertaining Companion. 


G OD. -i;; X 
Now when my Mind has all this World ſurvey'd, 7 
And found, that nothing by itſelf was made; 15 
When Thought has rais'd itſelf by juſt Degrees, 1 
From Vallies crown'd with Flow 10 and oy with . 
Trees; | y; 
From ſmoaking Min'rals, act from rifing a: 
From fatt'ning Nilus, or victorious Thames; S BY 
From all the Living, that four-footed move Tt 
Along the Shore, the Meadow, or the Grove: W 
From all that can with Fins or Feathers fly Th 
Through the Aerial or the Wat'ry Sky; _ due 
From the poor Reptile with a reas ning Soul, Ye 
That miſerable Maſter of the Whole; | Ma 
From this great Object of the Body's Eye, An 
This fair half. round, this ample azure Sky, ö Ma 
Terribly large, and wonderfully bright, Thi 
With Stars unnumber'd, -and unmeaſur'd Light; | Lik 
From Eſſences unſeen, Celeſtial Names, ; Wh 
'Enlight'ning Spirits, and miniſterial Flames, WW. 
Angels, Dominions, Potentates, and Thrones, And 
All that in each Degree the Name of Creature owns: Wo 
Lift we our Reaſon to that Sov'reign Cauſe, And 
Who bleſs'd the Whole with Life, and bounded it with Tai 
Laws; 7 This 


Who forth from nothing call'd cat Frame, 0! 
His Will and Act, his Word and Work the ſame ; Tho 
To whom a thouſand Years are but a Day; he 
Who bad the Light her genial Beams diſplay; | 

And ſez the Moon, and taught the Sun his Way: 
45 | Who 
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Who waking Time, his Creature from the Source | 


primæval, order'd bis predeſtin'd Courſe: 

Himſelf, as in the Hollow of his Hand, 

Holding, obedient to his high Command, 

The deep Abyſs, the long-continued Store, 

Where Months, and Days, and _— and Minutes 4 
pe 

Their floating besen thenceforth are no more. 

This Alpha and Omega, Firſt and Laſt, 

Who, like the Potter, in a Mould has caſt 

The World's great Frame, commanding it to be 

duch as the Eyes of Senſe and Reaſon ſee: 

Yet if he wills, may change or ſpoil the Whole: ? f 


May take yon' beauteous, myſtic, ſtarry Roll, 
And burn it, like an uſeleſs Parchment Scroll. | 
May from its Baſis in one Moment pour 

This melted Earth ——— - 
Like liquid Metal, and like W o: - 

Who ſole in Pow'r, at the Beginning ſaid : 

Let Sea, and Air, and Earth, and Heav'n be made : 
And it was fo—And when he ſhall ordain 

ln other Sort, bas but to ſpeak again, : 
ind they ſhall be no more: Of this great Theme, 
wich This glorious, hallow'd, n Name, 

II his God, I would diſcourſe. Prior Solomon. | 
0! Power ſupreme ! O! high above all Height !! 
Thou gav'ſt the Sun to ſhine, and thou art Light! 
Whether he falls, or riſes in the Skies, 
lie by thy Voice is taught to fall or riſe ; outs 0 21 

Ee - _ Swiftly 


Who 


— 
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Swiftly he moves, refulgent in his Sphere, 
And meaſures. out the Day, the Month the Year; 
He drives the Hours along with flower Pace, 
While the quick Minutes nimbly run their Race ; 
He wakes the Flow'rs that fleep within the Earth, 
And calls the fragrant Infants out to Birth ; 
The fragrant Infants paint th' enamell'd Vales, 
And native Incenſe loads the balmy Gales; 
The balmy Gales the Fragrancy convey 
To 2 and to > thair God TOE 
Broome. 
— great Parent | whoſe — Hand 
Rolls round the Seaſons of the ehangeful Year ; 
How mighty, how majeſtic are thy Works ! 
With what a pleaſing Dread they ſwell the Soul ! 
That ſees aſtoniſh'd ! and aſtoniſh'd ſings! 
5 — bt Te- Sees 
| G OLD. 
Gold makes a Patrician of a Slave, 
A Dwarf an Atlas; a en 
It eancels all Deſects. 8 
It guides the Fancy, and directs the Mind U 
No n. ever found a Fair one kind. 
Carb s Dijpes/ary 


| GOLDEN BOUGH. 
Then on the wond'rous Tree the Doves alight, 
Where ſhines the fatal Bough divinely bright, 
That gilding all the Leaves with glancing Beams, 


Strikes thro' the ſullen Shade with. golden Gleams; 
: | | As 
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4; when bleak Wixter binds the frozen Skies, 
Puh'd from the Oak her foreign Honours riſe ; 
The lofty Trank th* adopted Branches crown, 
Grac'd with a yellow Offspring not her own : 
50 with bright Beams, all beanteous to behold, 
Glow'd on the duſky Tree the blooming Gold; 
The blooming Gold, by ev'ry Breath inclin d. 
flam'd as it wav'd, and tinkled in the Wind. 
The Chief with Tranſport ſtripp'd the branching wh 
lud the ou W . to the Sibyl bore. 
7 Pitt's — 
| GOVERNMENT. 2 7 
For renn let Fools conteſt, | 
hate er is beſt adminiſter'd is beſt. Tobe $ aun. 
HA CE g. 
The fair Euphreſyce, the gentle Queen | 
1 Of Smiles and graceful Gladnels and Delights, 
That chear alike the Hearts of mortal Men, 
And Pow'rs immortal. Ses the ſhining Pair | 
dehold where from his Dwelling now diſclos'd 
They quit their youthful Charge, and ſeck the Skies 
[look'd, and on the fow'ry Turf there food, 
letween two radiant Forms, a ſmiling Youth, 
m Vhoſe tender Cheeks diſplay d the vernal Flow's 
Vi Beauty; ſweeteſt Innocence illum'd 
lis baſhful Eyes, and on his poliſh'd Brow | 
bat young Simplicity. With fond Regard _ 
lle view'd the Aſſociates, as their Steps they mor d. 
The younger Chief his ardent Eyes detain d, 
As Vith mila Regtet invoking her Return. 4 
N4 Bright 
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Bright as the Star of Evening ſhe appear'd, lt 


Amid the duſty Sars ; Ezerncl Tan 41} 
O'er all her Form its orig ina taeiny, 
And Smiles eternal, from her candid Eyes, 
Flow'd like the dewy Luſtre of the Morn; - , 
Effufive trembling on the placid Waves, 0 
The Spring of Heav'n had ſhed its bluſhing Spoils , 
To bind her ſable Treſſes: Full diffus d 
Her yellow Mantle floated in the Breeze: 

And in her Hand ſhe wav'd a living Branch, H. 
Rich with immortal Fruits, of Pow'r to calm In 
The wrathful Heart, and from the bright'ning Eyes Fe 
To chace the Cloud of Sadneſs. More ſublime Th 
The Heav'nly Partner moy'd. The Prime of Age Na 
Compos'd her Steps, The Preſence of a God Ani 
High on the Circle of her Brow inthron d, All 
From each majeſtic Motion darted Awe, = 
Devoted Awe ! Till cheriſh'd by her Looks I 
HBenevolent and meek, confiding Lore Fert 
To filial Rapture ſoften'd all the Soul, Man 
Free in her graceful Hand ſhe pois'd the Sword Farm 
Of chaſte Dominion. An Heroic Crown © The 
Diſplay'd the old Simplicity of Pomp Idee 
Around her honour'd Head. A Matron's Robe, e tt 

White as the Sun-ſhine Streams through vernal Cloud. 
Her ſtately Form inveſted. Hand in Hand '* Rapp 
Th' immortal Pair forſook th' enamell'd Green. 2 Doſt 1 
Aſcending ſlowly Rays of limpid Light lat w. 
Gleam' d round their Path; Celeſtial Sounds were hein! 
And through the fragrant Air Ætherial Dews . dlupt 
Diſt il q icur 
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Diſtilld around them; till at once the Clouds | 
Diſparting wide in midway Sky withdrew w- 
Their Airy Veil, and left a bright Expanſe 
Of Empyrean Flame, where ſpent and drown'sd, 
Afflicted Viſion plung'd in vain to ſcan | 
What Object is involv'd. $74 
8 Sen e Biba 
GRASHOPPER. Eg! 
Happy Inſect, what can be 
In Happineſs compar'd to thee ? 
Fed with Nouriſhment Divine, 
The dewy Morning's gentle Wine. 
Nature waits upon thee till, 
And thy verdant Cup does fill. 
All the Fields which thou doſt ſee, 
All the Plants belong to thee, 
All that Summer Hours produce, 
Fertile made with early Juice. 
Man for thee does ſow and plough, 
Farmer he, and Landlord thou. 
The Country Hinds with . Gladneſs hear 
Thee, Prophet of the ripen'd Year: 
To thee, of all Things upon Earth, 
life is no longer than thy Mirth. 
Happy Inſet, happy thon, 
Doſt neither Age nor Winter kai: 
bit when thou'aſt drunk, and danc'd, and dag” 
by Fill, the flow'ry Leaves among ; 1 5 
dluptuous and viſe withal, 
bicurean Animal: 


h 
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Sated with thy Summer Feaft, 
Thou retir'ſt to endleſs Reſt. cue; s ae. 
ee ; 


How populous ! how vital is the Grave ! ' 


This is Creation's melancholy Vault, 


The Vale Funereal, the ſad Cypreſs Gloom; 


The Land of Apparitions, empty Shades. 
2 oung's Night Thong lit. 


"GREATNESS, 


Look next on Greatneſs ; ſay, where Greatne( lies ? 


„Where, but among the Heroes and the Wiſe ? 
Heroes are much the ſame, the Point's agreed, 
From Macedonia's Madman to the Swede z _ 
The whole ſtrange Purpoſe of their Lives, to find 
Or make an Enemy of all Mankind? . 
Not one looks backward, onward till he goes, 
Yet ne'er looks forward farther than his Noſe. 

No leſs alike the Politic and Wiſe ; 

All fly flow Things, with circumſpective Eyes ; 8 
Men in their looſe unguarded Hours they take, 


Not that themſelves are wiſe, but others weak. 


But grant that theſe can conquer, thoſe can cheat; 


Tiis Phraſe abſurd to call a Villain great: Ds, 
Who wickedly is wiſe, or madly brave, | 
13 but the more a Fool, the more a Knave. 


Who noble Ends by noble Means obtains, 
Or failing, ſmiles in Exiles or in Chains, 
Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 
Like Socrates, that Man is great indeed. 
Pope's Eſa Y en Mor. 
__GREESV 


o, Pau Wiſely. GRE 
GREEK Language. | 


ö. Genius of ancient Greece whoſe faithful Steps 

Well pleas'd I follow through the ſacred Paths 

Of Nature and of Science; Nurſe Divine 

Of all heroic Deeds and fair Deſires ! ha 

0 let the Breath of thy extended Praiſe 

Inſpire my kindling Boſom to the Heighth - 
. of this untempted Theme. Nor be my. Thoughts 

Preſumptuops counted, if, amid the Calm 
> WH That ſooth'd this vernal Evening into Smiles, 

| ſteal impatient from the ſordid Haunts 

Of Strife and low Ambition, to attend 

Thy ſacred Preſence in the Sylvan Shade, 

By their malignant Footſteps ne'er profan'd. 

Deſcend propitious ! to my favour'd Eye: 

duch in thy Mien, thy warm exalted Air, 

As when the Perfian Tyrant, foil'd and ſtung 

With Shame and Deſperation, gnaſh'd his Teeth, 

To ſee thee rend the Pageants of his Throne ; 

And at the Lightning of thy lifted Spear 

Crouch'd like a Slave. Bring all thy martial Spoils, 

Thy Palms, thy Laurels, thy triumphal Songs, 

Thy ſmiling Band of Arts, thy Godlike Sires 

Of civil Wiſdom, thy beroic Youth, 

Warm from the Schools of Glory. Guide my Way | 

Through fajr.Lyceum's Walk, the green Retreats 

Of Academps, and the Thymy Vale; 

Where oft enchanted with Socratic Sounds, 
Ilias pure deyoly'd his tuneful Stream 
ln. In gentler Murmurs. From the blooming Store 
E K N66 OF 
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Of theſe auſpicious Fields may I undlam'd B 
Tranſport ſome living Bloſſoms to adorn C 
My native Clime, while far above the Flight | G 


Of Fancy's Plume aſpiring T unlock St 
'The Springs of ancient Wiſdom, while 11 join 2k | In 
Thy Name, thrice honour'd ! with th' immortal Praiſe WM T1 

Of Nature; while to my compatriot Youth | 7 De 
J point the high Example of thy Sons, 80 
And tune to Attic Themes the Britiſh Lyre. In 

Alias. 5 Pleaſures 4 the Imagination. WI 
GREEN. W. 
In various Hues, but chiefly the gay Green 4 
Thou ſmiling Nature's univerſal Robe ! Ot 
United Light and Shade! where the Sight dwells I 
With N Strength, and ever new Delight. Ane 
a Thomſon's Seaſons. Mir 
From the moiſt Meadow to the wither'd Hill, 
Led by the Breeze, the vivid Verdure runs, | 
And ſwells, and deepens, to the cheriſh'd Eye. Tho 
 Thomfſon's Seaſons. 8 
GRIEF. _ 
Heedleſs of all my Tears, and all T fay, Whe 
The Winds with bluſt'ring Fury wing their 2 And 
A freezing Horror and a chilling Pain, Unp 
Shoots through my Heart, and ftagnates ev'ry Vein and 
No rural Pleaſures yield my Soul Relief; App 
No melting Shepherd's Wife conſoles my Grief : And 
The choral Nymphs, that dancing chear the Plain ; "ppr 
And Fauns, tho” ſweet their Song, yet ſing in — was 
Deaf to the Voice of Joy, my tortur'd Mind ” hay 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. GRO. en 


Zy theſe my Soul and all its Wiſhes caught, 
Can to no other Object yield a Thought. | ne 
Great Agamemnon griev'd above the reſt, 
Superior Sorrow ſwell d his Royal Breaſt. 
In ſolemn Sadneſs and majeſtic Grief,— -B 
The King amidſt the mournful Circle roſe z 
Down his wan Cheeks a briny Torrent flows; | |; 
$9 ſilent Fountains from a Rock's tall Head 
In ſable Streams ſoft trickling Waters ſhed : 
With more than vulgar Grief he ſtood oppreſs'd, 
Words mix'd with Sighs thus burſting from his Breaft 
| Pope's Liad. 

Otake meina Fellow Mourner with thee Ge 
Il number Groan for Groan, and Tear for Tear * 
And, when the Fountains af thy Eyes are dry, 
Mine ſhall ſupply the Stream, and weep for both. 

Rowe's Fair Penitent.. 


GROTTO. 


Thou who ſhalt flop, where Thame's tranſlucent Wave 

Shoots a broad Mirrour through the ſhad'wy Cave ; 

Where ling'ring Drops from min ral Roofs diftill, 

And pointed Cryſtals break the ſparkling Rill ; 

Unpoliſh'd Gems. no Ray on Pride beſtow, 

And latent Metals innocently glow : 35 

Approach, great Nature ſtudiouſly behold ! 

And eye the Mind without a Wiſh for Gold. 

Approach : But awful! Lo! th' /Egerian . 

Where nobly penſive St. John ſat and thought; 

Where Britiſh Sighs from dying Wyndham ſtole, . 

And the bright Flame was ſhot through Marchmont's 
Soul. | Let 


Let ſuch, ſuch only, tread this ſaered Floor, 
Who dare:o lose their Country, and be poor. 


Oppos'd to has ces Gro e I ANT 
The Haunt of Nereids, fram'd by Nature's "ade ; 
Where poliſh'd Seats appear of living Stone, 

And limpid Rills, that tinkle as they run. 

No Cable here, nor circling Anchor binds 
The rer Veil], harraſs'd with the Winds. 


Pitt's rin | 


GROVE. 


Here waving Groves a chequer d Scene diſplay, 
And Part admit, and Part exclude the Day: 

As ſome coy Nymph her Lover's warm Addreſs 

Nor n indulges, nor can quite repreſs, | 

1 Pope's Windſor Foreft. 

Oh ! happy Grove ! dark and ſecure Retreat 

Of ſacred Silence, Reſt's eternal Seat : 

How well your cool and unfrequented Shade 

Suits with the chaſte Retirement of a Maid ! 

Oh! if kind Heav'n had been fo much my Friend, 

To make my Fate upon my Choice depend: 

All my Ambition I would here confine, 
And only this Elyfium ſhall be mine, | 
| t Reſcammon s nue 
Still let me pieres into the Midnight Depth | 1 

Of yonger Grove, of wildeſt largeſt Growth : 
That, forming Night in Air a Wood 'and Quite; 
Nods o'er the Mount beneath. At every Step, 


e. 


Gol 


1 


Or, Poutica Miſallay. HAT 279 
colemn, and flow, the Shadows blacker fall, 
And all is awful lik ung Gloom araund. 
ö s Tags 


HAG. 


N a cloſe Lane, as I purſu'd my Journey, 

I 'ſpy'd a wrinkled Hag with Age grown double. 
picking dry Sticks, and mumbling to herſelf : 
Her Eyes with ſcalding Rheum were gall'd and red : 


Cold Palſy ſhook her Head, ber Hands ſeem d wi- | 


ther'd ; 

And on her crooked Shoulders had ſhe wrapp'd 
The tatter'd Remnants of an old ftrip'd Hanging, 
Which ſerv'd to keep her Carcaſs from the Cold: 
so there was nothing of a Piece about her, 
Her lower Weeds were all o'er coarſly patch'd f 
With diff rent- colour 'd Rags, black, red, white, yellow, 
And uy d to 25 Variety of Wretchedneſs. 

| Orxuay's I 

hls Þ & of 

He from looſe Vapours with an icy Chain, 
Binds the round Hail, and moulds the harden' d Rain > 
The ſtony Tempeſt, with a ruſhing Sound, | 
Beats the firm Glebe, reſulting from the Ground: 
Swiftly it falls, and as it falls invades. 


The rig Heab, or breaks the . Blades; ,.. 
Wulle 
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While Infant Flow'rs that rais'd their blooming Heads f 
_ Cruſh'd by its Fury, fink into their Beds. Broome, 0 
: | HAPPINESS. Th 
Oh Happineſs | our Being's End and Aim! 1 
Good, Pleaſure, Eaſe, Content, whate er thy Name: Ren 
That ſomething till which prompts th' eternal Sigh, Af 
For which we bear to live, or dare to die ; | An 
Which, till ſo near us, yet beyond us lies, dul 
O'erlook'd, ſeen double by the Fool and Wile, 
Plant of Celeſtial Seed! if dropp'd below, Kr 
Say, in what Mortal Soil thou deign'ſt to grow? Or 
Fair op'ning to ſome Courts propitious ſhine, Re 
Or deep with Di'monds in the flaming Mine? Li 
Twin'd with the Wreaths Parnaſſian Laurels yield, Bu 
Or reap'd in iron Harveſts of the Field? Ar 
Where grows ? Where grows it not? If vain our Tel, T 
We ought to blame the Culture, not the Soil : B 
Fix d to no Spot is Happineſs ſincere, 
'Tis no where to be found, or ev'ry-where ; 13 
"Tis never to be bought, but always free, u 
And fled from Monarchs, St. John ! dwells with chee.— 0 
Some place the Bliſs in Action, ſome in Eaſe ; N 
Thoſe call it Pleaſure, and Contentment theſe; - A 
Some, ſunk to Beaſts, find Pleaſure end in Pain : u 
Some, ſwell'd to Gods, confeſs ev'n Virtue vain; 0 
Or, indolent, to each Extreme they fall, c 
To truſt in ev'ry Thing, or doubt of all. 7 
Who thus define it, ſay they more or leſs E 


Than this, that Happineſs is Happiness? 


Take 


leads 


zil, 


Or, Poetical Miſcellany. HAP 28. 
Take Nature's Path, and mad Opinions leave'; 
Obvious her Goods, in no Extremes they dwell; | 1 
There needs but mung right, and Meaning well.” 
45.0 um e on Men. 
keen Man, thie-uatreid Canis: 
Acts not by partial, but by ä pt acd ] 
And makes hae Happineſs we jag ( 1:lce 5. 
Subliſt not in the Good of one, but all. 
; 1:7 ropes Eſſay os Man, 
Know, all the Good that Tndividials find, 
Or God and Nature meant to mere Mankind 


 Reaſon's whole Pleaſure, all the Joys of Senſe, 
Lie in three Words, Health, Peace, nd Competence. 


But Health conſiſts with Temperance alone 1 

And Peace, oh Virtuet Peace is all thy own : | 1 

The Good or Bad the Gifts of Fortune gain; 1 

But theſe . 2 them, meh ans 65 
N ind Pope's Eſſay on Man, | | 

[appineſs, en of at waking Dream! : 8 

Which we call Life, miſtaking : Fagitive Theme 

Of my purſuing Verſe; ideal Shade, 8 | 

Notional Good, by Fancy only made, 

And by Tradition nurs'd, fallacious Fire, 3 

Whoſe dancing Beams miſlead our fond Deb: 4s ah 

Cauſe of our Care, and Error of our Minde: | 

Oh! hadſt thou ever been by Heav'n defign's 

To Adam and his Mortal Race, the Boon © | Ii 

Entire had „ rn 11 


On meę the partial Lot had been heſtou yd; 
And in my Cup the Golilen 4296-5937 bee 
But oh!] e're yet original Men was made; 
E're the Foundations of this Earth were laid; 
It was, opponent to our Search, ordain'd, 
That Joy ſtill ſought ſhould never be attain d. 
This ſad Expevience cites me to'reveal; 
And what 7 diate, is from what T c. Ehr! 
> Nur Solomon: 


0 Happineſi. e Fair, 
Where e een en bete * Bhs 
Doſt thoꝝ relax the eee 11 43 1 


Compagion: de the a C % n 
Or-doſt thou on the funny Plain ra ed: 4 % 


Inſpire the Reed, and ahgar the n, 
Or, ſcornful of each low Nette, 
On Fortunes Favour doſt thou” wait? 
And, in the gilded Chambers of the Great, 
Pꝛrotract the Revel; and the Pleafure ſwell ? nu, 
Enough of theſe. No tell us, if you ban, | 
Is there that thing on Earth a happy Man? * Az 
Well then, the wond'rous Man I happy "I $4 
Has but few Wiſhes, and enjoys them all. 
Bleſs'd in his Fame, and in his Fortune ble d, 
No Cravipg void lies aching in ne £5 Nen 
His Paſſion cool, his Expactation low 


* 
o 4a 
« 


Can he feel Want, or Diſappointment "Eg 
Yet, if Succeſs be to his Virtues given, . | 
Can reliſh that, ns leave the reſt to Heav 'n. Mrs * 


Ceaſe, 


*. 


Ceaſe, bal Fool: : Amen Care? 

Fierce thy owm Breaſt, and thou wilt kad ivthere 

Drive thence the Paſſions, and the Guilt anpel en ö 

ind call fair Virtus to the poliſh'tt Cell; _ ht? 

call ſoft Content, with all her ſmiling Fran. 

peace for thy Health, and Patience for tiry Pain: 

Then, not till then,. O'Man, thy Heart ſhall know _- 

luis ſo ador'd, but ſeldom found below. Ars: Laa. 

firſt, Pleaſure's Birth, riſe Strength and Grandeur fee: 

Fought forth by Wiſdom, nur d by Diſcipline, | 

By Patience taught, by Perſeverance crown'd, - 

the rears her Head majeſtic ; round her Thune 

Erefted in the Boſom of the Juſt, 

Each Virtue liſted ; forms her manly'Guard. 

For what are Virtues? Formidable Names! 

What, but the Fountain, or Defence of Joy? . 

Why then commanded, need Mankind Commands, 

At once to merit, and to make, their den wie 

Great Legiſlator ſcarce ſe great 2 kind! 

If Men are rational, and love Delight, 

Thy gracious Law but flattert — . 

In the Tranigreſſion lies the Penalty; 

And 3 wa nn, . 
Na Night . | 

HA RE. . HUN TING. 

Poor is the Triumph o'er the timid Hare | 1 

Scar'd from —— FS 

Retir'd : The ruſhy Fen ;; the ragged Fun. 

Stretch'd o'er the ſtony Heath; the Stubble chapp'd ; 

The thirſty Lawn ; the thick entangled Broom ; 8 ö 

f 


— — — 


Of the ſame friendly Hue, the wither'd Fern; 
The fallow Ground laid open to the Sun; 
Concoctive, and the nodding ſandy Bank, 
Hung o'er the Mazes of the Mountain Brook. 
Vain is her beſt Precaution ; tho! ſhe fits 
Conceal'd, with folded Ears ; unſleeping Eyes, | 
By Nature rais'd to take the Horizon in: 
And Head-couch'd cloſe betwixt her hairy _ 
In Act to ſpring away. The ſcented Dew 
Betrays her early Labyrinth; and deep 
In ſcatter'd ſullen Openings, far behind, 
With eee | 
| "Thomſon" s Seaſom. 
15 . A R v E 8 r 
Soon as the . trembles o'er the Sky, 
And, unperceiv'd, unfolds the ſpread ng Day F | 
Before the ripend Fields the Reapers fand. 
In fair Array; each by the Lafs he loves, 8 
To bear the rougher Part, and mitigate 
By nameleſs gentle Offices her Toil. 
At once they ſtoop and ſwell the luſty Sheaves; 
While through their chearful Band the rural Talk, 
The rural Scandal, and the rural Jeſt, 
Fly harmleſs, to deceive the tedious Time, 
And ſteal unfelt the ſultry Hours away. 
Behind the Maſter walks, builds up the Shocks ; 
And, conſcious, glancing oft on every Side 
His ſated . nn with Joy. 
— T | | Thomfon's Seafons. 
H 4 Y- 


or, Poetica! Melly. HEA 2 
HAT MAKING. 
Now ſwarms the Village o'er the jovial Mead : 
The ruſtic Youth, brown with meridian Toil, 
Healthful and ftrong ; fall as the Summer Roſe 


lown by prevailing Suns, the raddy Maid. 


Half naked, ſwelling on the Sight, and al! 
Her kindled Graces burning o'er her Cheek, ' 
gen ſtooping Age is here, and Infant Hands + 

Trail the long Rake, or with the fragrant Load 
0'ercharg'd amid the kind Oppreſſion roll. 

Wide flies the tedded Grain; all in a Row: ' {' 
Advancing broad, or wheeling round the Field. 
They ſpread the breathing Harveſt to the Sun, 

That throws refreſhful round a rural Smell: 

Or as they rake the green-appearing . 31 

And drive the duſky Wave along the + wok [ | 
The Ruſſet Haycock riſes black behind, \ 
In Order gay. While heard from Dale to Dae, 
Waking the Breeze, reſounds the blended Voice | 
Of happy Labour, Love, and ſocial Glee, . 


dee s ee 


| H E A L T H. 
Auſpicious Health appear d on Zepbyr 8 Wings y 3 
She ſeem'd a Cherub moſt divinely bright, 192 
More ſoſt than Air, thau bluſhing Morning * 4 
Hail, blooming Goddeſs ! thou propitious Po-w'r, 
Whoſe Bleſſings Mortals next to Life implore ; 
With ſo much Luſtre your bright Looks endear, 
That Cottages are Courts, when theſe appear. 


1 7 
4 — - 5- = 
If * 7 £7 . F a , 1 
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Mankind, as you vouchſafe to ſmile or frown, 
mn 2 
ee Dif 
| 78 5 1 H E A . 
Ev'n the wild Heath diſplays ber putjple Dies 
And 'midſt the Deſart fruicful- Fields -ariſe's | 
That crown'd with tufted Trees unn Corn, 
Like verdant Illes, the ſable Waſte adorn. , 
| Pope's Wind Fore, 
„ eM {>> 
What glorious Things of thee, O glorious Place ! 
Shall my bold Maſe in daring Numbers ſpeak ? 
While to immortal Strains I tune my Lyre, 
And warbling imitate Angelic Airs: 
While Extaſy bears up my Soul aloſt, 
And lively Faith gives me a diſtant Glimpſe | 
Of Glories unreveaFd' to Human Eyes. 

Ve Starry Manſions, hail my native Skies, 
Here in my happy pre. exiſtent State, 
(A ſpotleſs Mind) I led the Life of Gods. 
But paſſing I'falute you, and advance 
To yonder brighter Realm's allow'd Acceſs. 
Hail, ſplendid City of the Almighty NW 
Celeſtial Salem, fituate above: 1 
Magnificent thy Proſpect, and auguſt; 

Thy Walls ſublime, thy Towers and Palaces, - - 
Illuſtrious far with orient Gems appear. 

There-regent Angels, cron d with gurt, command. 
High in the Midſt the awſul Throne of GO & 
— utmoſt Empyrean Arch, 


; 


The 


or, Protical Belag. NEA 2867 
Tie Heav'm of Heav'ns; ende ese 
zuch as Infinity alone can prove, 8 
He enjoys the extremeſt Bounds of Happineſs, | 
And was e er ee 
Fre any Thing exiſted but himſelf; a 
Fre Time, or Place, or Motion, had a W 2 
before the Spheres began their tuneful Round. 
Or through the Air the Sun had ſpread his Beams; "a 
Fre at his Feet the flaming Seraphs bow'd, 
And caſt their ſhining Crowns befote his Throne; 
Fre ſmiling Angels tun'd their Golden Harps, 
or ſung one Hallelujah to his Praiſe. 
But mighty Love, which mov'd him to create, 
dall moves him to communicate-his Bliſs, = 
Oh ſpeak ye happy Spirits thatfurround = 
His dazzling Throne, for you'aloag'can — 7 
for you alone theſe Raptures can deſcribe, — 
ind ſtem the impetuous Floods'of Joy that rie 
Within your 'Breaſts, when, all unveil'd, you view 
The Wonders of the -beatific 'Sight: 
Vhen from the bright unclouded/Face of God 
You drink: full Draaghts of Bliſs and endleſs Love, 
ind plunge yourſelves in Life's immortal 'Fount; 
The Spring of Joy, which from hie Darling Throne 
endleſs Currents ſmoothly glides away, | 
brough all the verdant Fields of Paradiſe: z 5 
hrough balmy Groves, where on their apo raged : 
o murmuring Waters, and Aber pes Me | 
Far Spirits in melodious Concert join, 
ad ſweetly warbls their herele Loe : 
1 | or 


7. 


The 


- 4 & L * 
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For Love makes half their Heaven, and kindles here 


New Flames and ardent Life in ev'ry Breaſt ; Jan 
While active Pleaſure lightens in their Rye, M? 


And ſparkling Beasty ſhines on every Face, 
There ſpotleſs Minds, all pure and exquiſite, 
The nobleſt Heights of Love propyr's to me 
In everlaſting Sympathies unite, -, + i'-_ - 
And melt in flowing Joys Eternity ur. „ A. 
To thoſe bleſe d Shades and Amaranthine Bowen 
When dazzled with th" unſufferable Beams. | 
That iſſue from the open Face of God. 
For Umbrage many a Seraphim reſort |! 
Nor longer here ober their bright Faces claſp 
Their gorgeous Wings, which, open wide, diſplay 


More Radiance than adorns the chearful "oi ow t 
When firſt he from. the roſy. Bat looks out: ad a 
Gentle as Love, their Looks ſerene as e bolc 
Blooming! and gay as everlaſting Springs. - rem 

But oh! when in the lofty bliſsful Bow'rs, thin 
With Heav'nly Skill to the harmonious . a hi 


The clear, the ſweet, the melting Voice they join; il tw 
The Vales of Heav'n rejoice, and, e * de hi 
Redouble ev 'ry charming Cloſe again; ow 
While trembling Winds upon their fragrant Wings mp 
Bear far the ſoft melodious Sounds away; f 
The filver Streams their winding Journeys ſtay, be an 
Suſpend their Murmurs, and attend the Song; ae | 
The laughing Fields new. Flow'rs and Verdure wear, i ſtil 
And all the Trees of Life bloom out afreſh ;j' 


The numerous Suns which gild the Realms of Joy, _ 
Dua OL 
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hance in their lightſome Spheres, and brighter Dax | 
rough all the interminable Zther darts, . 
Vhile to the great unatterable Name 
Glory they aſcribe in lofty Strains, 

Strains expreſsleſs by a Mortal Tongue. 

) happy Regions! O tranſporting Place ! 

ſich what Regret I turn my loathing Eyes 

0yonder Earthly Globe, my duſky Seat! 

it, ah! I muſt return; no moreallow'd 

o breathe the calm, the ſoft Celeſtial Air, 
Rm opapadnjc 7," 5 49% 


HELL 


ow the Jond 2 Portals from their Hinges flew, 
id all the dreadful Scene appears in View. 
hold (ſhe cries) what direful Monſter waits 
Tremendous Form !) to guard the gloomy Gates? 
thin, her Bulk more dreadful Hydra ſpreads, 

nd hifling rears her fifty tow'ring Heads. 

ll twice as deep the Dungeon of the Fiends, 

he huge, tartarean, glooming Gulph deſcends 

low theſe Regions, as theſe Regions | lie 

m the bright Realms of yon Ztherial Sky. 

tre roar the Titan Race, th' enormous Birth: 5 

de ancient Offspring of the teeming Earth. 

c'd by the burning Bolts, of old they fell, 

d ſtill roll bellowing in the Depth of Hell. 

WW lie th Aleian Twipy in Length afra: 

x retch'd as they lie, the Giants I ſurvey d, 
* VOL. I. | "0: | Who 
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Who war'd to drive the Thond'rer from abore, St 
And ſtorm'd the Skies, and:ſhook the Throne of Jove. N 
There proud Salmoneus, 'wrapp'd in-Chains below, Bi 
Raves in eternal Agonies of Woe: | / 

Who mock'd, n | N 
Heav'n's awful Thunder and the Lightning's Blaze; I Ix 
Th' audacious Mretch thro Elis towe rd in Air, 
Whirl'd by four Courſers in his rattling Car; pr 
A blazing Torch he {hook ; thro' Crawds he rode; St 


And madly clajm'dithe Glories of a God. In 
O'er hollow Vaults he laſh'd the Steeds along, W 
And as they flew the brazen Arches rung. o 
Vain Fool! to mock the Bolts of Heav'n * . 
And thoſe inimitable Flames of Jove! Sit 
But, from the Clouds, th' ayenging daes. W 
Far other Bolts and. undiſſembled Flames. 1 
Daſ'd from his Car, the wmimie Thund oe fl Tl 
And in a fiery Whirlwind plug d to Hell. T 
There too the mighty Tityus I beheld, , Ar 
Earth's mighty Giant Son, end o'er the. Bu 
F ield 1 - 64 Or 

He cover'd ning large * as. be lay, | Or 
While with hierce. Screams a Vulture tore away Or 
His Liver for her Food, and n the ſmogkir Im 
Prey; Bu 
Plung'd deep her Hoody Beak, nor plan's in o. 
vain; | 5 80 
For till the froithul Fibres ſpring again, 80 
Swell and renew th' enormous Monſter's Pain. 5 


_ 


Ox, -Poetical Miſcellany. © HEL 29 
She dwells for ever in his roomy Breaſt, 
Nor gives the rearing Fiend a Moment's Reſt; . | 
But till i" immortal n ſupplies the 3 
Feaſt, 8 42 
Need I the Lapith? horrid Nis relate, 
Ixion's Torments, or Pirithous' Fate? 
On high, A tott'ring rocky Fragment ſpreads, 
Projects in Air, and trembles o'er their Heads. 
Stretch'd an the Couch, they ſee, with longing 8 
In Regal Pomp ſueceſſive Banquets riſe. 
While lucid: Columns, glorious to behold, 
Support th* Imperial Canopies of Gold. 
The Queen: of Furies;/a tremendous Gueſt, - 


Sits by their Side, and guards the tempting Feaſt ; 


Which if they touch, her dreadful Voice ſhe rears, 

Flames in their Kyes, and thunders in their Ears. 

They that on Earth had low Purſuits in View, 

Their Brethren hated, or their Parents ſlew ; 

And ſtill more num ros, they who ſwell'd their Store, 

But ne'er reliev'd their Country, or the Poorz ꝰ 

Or in a Cauſe unrighteous ſought and bled, 

Or periſh'd/in- the foul adult'rous Bed, 

Or broke the Ties of Faith with baſe Deceit; 

Impriſon d deep, their deſtinꝰd Torments wait. 

But what their Torments, ſeek not thou to know, 

Or the dire Sentence of their endleſs Woe, 

Some roll a Stone, rebaunding down the Hill, 

Some hang ſuſpended on the whirling Wheel; 

There Theſeus groans in Pains that ne'er expire, 

0 | 
02 7 There 
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There Phlegyas' feels unutterable Woe, 
And rolls: inceſſant through the Shades below ; 
Be juſt, ye Mortals ! by theſe Torments aw'd, 


Theſe dreadful Torments, not to ſcorn a God. 


This Wretch his Country to a Tyrant ſold, 

And barter'd glorious Liberty for Gold. 

Laws for a Bribe he paſs'd, but paſs'd in vain, 
For thoſe ſame Laws a Bribe repeal'd again. 
This Wretch by hot prepoſterous Luſt was led, 
To climb and violate his Daughter's Bed. 

To ſome enormous Crimes they all aſpir d; 
All feel the Torments that thoſe Crimes requir'd. 
Had I an hundred Mouths, an hundred Tongues, - 
A Voice of Braſs, and Adamantine Lunge, 

Not half the mighty Scene could I diſcloſe; _ 
Repeat their Crimes, or. r.count their dreadful Woes. 


- Pit s Virgil. 


HONEST M AN. 


A Wit's a Feather, and a Chief a Rod; 
An honeſt Man's the noble Work of God. 
Fame but from Death a Villain's Name can ſave, 
As Jaſtice tears his Body from the Grave; 

When what t' Oblivion better were reſign'd, — 
Is hung on high to poiſon half Mankind. 

All Fame is foreign but of true Deſert; | 
Plays round the Head, but comes not to the Heart; 
One ſelf-approving Hour whole Years outweighs, 
Of. ſtupid Starers, and of loud Huzzas, 


„ nd 


8 
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And more true Joy Marcellus exil'd feels, 
m .,, 5 | 
Pope's Eſſay on Man. 
H ONO U R. 
True, conſcious Honour is to feel no Sin 5 
He's arm'd without, that's innocent within. 
Pope's Imitation 4 1 
Rosen and Shame from no Condition riſe ; | 
AR well your Part, there all the Honour lies. 
Pope's 22 on Man. 
Tis Pride's Original, but Nature's Grave; 
Scorn'd by the Baſe, but courted by the Brave; 
The Hero's Tyrant, and the Coward's Slave. 
Born in the noiſy Camp, it lives on Air; 
And both exiſts by Hope, and by Deſpair : 
Angry, whene'er a Moment's Eaſe we gain; 
And reconcil'd at our Returns of Pain. 
It lives, when in Death's Arms the Hero lies, 
But, if his Safety he conſults, it dies. | 
Bigotted to this Idol, we diſclaim 
Reſt, Health, and Eaſe, for nothing but a Name. 
| B GareF's Dijpenſ, . 
; 4 1 08-0 LF. 
But the grand Hope, that yields perpetual Joy. 
No Trifles gives, no Trifles can deſtroj — 
With Mercy from the bleſs'd Abode it came, ” 
Its Birth celeſtial, and its End the ſame; 
That bids our Day in one ſmooth Tenor roll, 
Its Taſk to chear, and harmonize the Soul. 
0 3 On 
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On ſmarting Want it pours a healing Balm, 


Makes Toil ſeem e and AftiQion alley + 2% 
en 

Soſt coiling Hope, thou Anchor of the Mind, 

The only Reſting-place the Wretched find! ll 


I vat: A . Wt. Mon. - Ma: 


How doſt thou all our anxious Cares. ay 

And make the Orphan and the Friendleſs ſmile. | 

All fly to thee, thou gentle Dawn of Peace! 

The Coward's Fortitude, the Brave's Succeſs ; 

The Lover's Eaſe, the Captive's Liberty, | 

The only Flatt'rer of the Poor and me. 
With thee on Pleaſure's Wings thro* Life theme; 
Without thee wretched, friendleſs, and forlorn.'' KM 
Poſſeſs'd of thee, the weary Pilgrim firays, -  / 
Through barren Deſarts and untrodden Ways: 


Thirſty and faint, his Nerves new Vigour frogs; N 


1 


And full of thee he quaffs immortal Springs, 
And ſpurns at Titles, Scepters; Thrones ace 
O full of thee ! in Quiet may I Ve 1. 
The few remaining Moments Heav'n' ſha FORO 
Come then, thou honeſt Flatt'rer, to my. Breaſt; . 

Friend of my Health, and Author of my Rel. 
Through thee the Future cloudleſs all appears, 
A ſhort but ſmiling Train of happy, Tears. 

1 Paſs but this Inſtant, Storms and Tempeſts ceaſe, 

5 Aud all beyond's the promis'd Land of 3 f 

N No Paſſions Miſts, by no falſe Joys miſled ; = 


No Ties forgot, no Duties left unpaid, | 
No Lays unfiniſh'd, and no aching Head. Mrs. Jones 
That 
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She bids us quit Realities for Dreamsz + 

Safety and Peace for Hazard and Alarm; 

That Tyrant o'er the Tyrants of N 
= She bids Ambition quit its taken Prize. 

" Spurn the luxuriant Branch on which it fits, 
"Tho? bearing Crowns, to ſpring at diſtant Come 9 
And plunge in Toils and Dangers for Repoſe Po 
Dung Night Thought). = 

This Hope is Earth's moſt eftimable Prize; 5 ö 
This is Man's Portion, while no more than Man: 8 | 
Hope, of all Paſſions, moſt befriends us here ; 
Paſſions of prouder Name befriend us leſs, 

Joy has ber Tears; and Tranſport has ber Death z | 
Hope, like a Cordial, innocent tho'firong, © 
Man's Heart at once infpirits; and ſerene : 
| Nor makes him pay his Wiſdom for his ben, . i 
'Tis ly ber. 


7. 


Hope, eager Hope, cb Alfiſin of our Joy, 
All preſerit Bleflings treading under Foot, | 
Is ſcarce a milder Tyrant than Deſpair : 
With no paſt Toils content, fill Planning, 
nn for Eaſe. 
Tung Night Thoughts. 

a Man's 1 th' Almighty to the Future ſets, | 
By ſecret and inviolable Spring: 

And makes his Hope his ſublunary Joy, 
x Man's Heart eats all Things, and is hungry fill :. / = 
nt More, more ! the Glutton cries ; for ſomething new | _ 
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So rages Appetite, if Man can't mount, 
| He will deſcend. He ſtarves on the poſſeſs d. 
q ' Young's Night Thoughts, 
Old Rome de Birds ; Lorenzo! thou, 
With more Succeſs, the Flight of Hope 1 | 
Of reitleſs Hope for ever on the Wing, 
High perch'd o'er ev'ry Thought that Falcon fits 
To fly at all that riſes in her Sight: 
And, never ſtooping but to mount again, 
Next Moment the betrays her Aim's Miſtake, 
And owns her Quarry lodg'd beyond the Grave. 
| Tung s Ni n, 
_ 7.5 # 
Naw bloom the florid Hops, and in the Stream . 
Shine in their floating Silver, while above 
T'embow'ring Branches culminate, and form | 
A Walk i impervious to the Sun ; the Poles _ 
In comely Order ſtand ; and, while you cleare 
With the ſmall Skiff the Medway's lucid Wave, 
In comely Order ſtill their Ranks preſerve, 
And ſeem to march along th' extenſive Plain. 
En __  Omart. 
hs HORSE. | 
Th* impatient Courſer pants in ev'ry Vein, 
And pawing ſeems to beat the diſtant Plain : 
Hills, Vales, and Floods appear already croſt, 
And, e're he ſtarts, a thouſand _—_ are loſt. 
Pope's Windſor Forefe. 
The actin 8 you compouſly beftride, 
Shares with his Lord the Pleaſure and the Pride, 


Pope's Eſſay on Man. 
„ 
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Here the wild Horſe, unconſcious of the Rein, 
That revels boundleſs o'er the wide Campaign, 
Imbibes the Silver Sarge with rue | 
To cool the Fever of his glowing Breaſt. * alu, 
Doſt thou with Thunder arm the generous Horſe, 
Add nervous Limbs, or Swiftneſs ſor the Courſe? 
Fleet as the Wind, he ſhoots along the Plain, 


Nor knows no Check, nor bears the curbing Rein; 


His fiery Eye- balls, formidably bright, 

Dart a fierce Glory, and a dreadful Lightz 
Pleas'd with the Clank of Arms and Trumpets Sound, 
He bounds, and prancing paws the trembling Ground. 
He ſnuffs the promis'd Battle from afar, 


| Neighs at the Captains Shouts, and Thunder of the 


War: 
Rous'd with the noble Din and martial Sight, 
He pants with Tumults of ſevere Delight: 
His ſprightly Blood an even Courſe diſdains, 
Pours from his Heart, and charges in his Veins; 
He braves the Spear, and mocks the twanging Bow, 
Demands the Fight, and ruſhes on the Foe. ' Broome. 
The wanton Courſer thus, with Reins unbound, 
Breaks from his Stall, and beats the trembling Ground: 
Pamper'd and proud he ſeeks the wonted Tides, 
And laves in Height of Blood his ſhining Sides ; 
His Head now freed he toſſes to the Skies; 
His Mane diſhevel'd o'er his Shoulders flies ; 
He ſnuffs the Females in the diſtant Plain, 
And ſprings exulting to the Fields again, . Lad. 
1 0 5 4: "Ph 
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The trembling Trop: 
With key Impulſe ſeiz'd in ev'ry Nerve, 
Nor hears the Rein, nor heeds the ſounding. Theong 3 
Blows are not felt; but toſſing high his Head, 
And by the well-known: Joy to diſtant Plains 
Attracted ſtrong, all wild he burſts, a wy '- 
O'er Rocks, and Woods, and craggy nn 
And, neighing, on the aerial Summit takes 
Th' exciting Gale; then ſteep deſcending, Aa 
The headlong Torrents foaming down the Hills, 
Even where the Madneſs of the firaiten'd Stream 
Turns in black Eddies round: Such is the Force 
With which his frantic Heart and Sinews ſwell. 
Themfon's Seaſont. 
Oſt in this Seaſon too, the Horſe, provok d, 
While bis big Sinews full of Spirits ſwell, 6 | 
Trembling with Vigour, in the Heat of Blood, 
Springs the high Fence ; and, oer the Field effus'd, 
Darts on the gloomy Flood, with ſtedfaſt Eye, 
And Heart eſtrang'd to Fear; his nervous Cheſt, 
Luxuriant and erect, the Seat of Strength! 
Bears down th' oppoſing Stream; quenchleſs his Thirft, 
He takes the River at redoubled Draughts, 
And with wide Nottils ſnorting ſims the Ware. 
| L  Thomfon's dale 
t H UNGER. i pl 
Howe'er the noble ſuff ring Mind may grieve 
Its Load of Anguiſh, and diſdain to lives - 
Neceflity demands our daily Bread? 
— is inſolent, and will be fad. Pas $ og 
| "WM UNTING. 
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Ye vig'rous Swains ! while Youth ferments your: Blood, 
And purer Spirits 4 ſwell the ſprightly Flood, | 
Now range the Hills, the gameful Woods beſet, . 

Wind the ſhrill Horn, or ſpread the waving Net. 
When milder Autumn Summer's Heat ſucceeds, . 


And in the new-ſhorn Field the Partridge feeds, . 


Before his Lord the ready Spaniel bounds, 
Panting with Hope he tries the furrow'd Grounds ; 
But when the tainted Gales the Game betray, 

Couch'd cloſe he lies, and meditates the Prey: 
Secure they truſt | th unfaithful Field beſet, 
n n 

| Pope's Wind/or ou 

Yet, if * Sylvan Sport thy Boſom glow, | 
Let thy fleet Greyhound urge his flying Foe. 
With what Delight the rapid Courſe I view ! 
How does my Eye the circling Race purſue ! 
He ſnaps deceitful Air with empty Jaws, 
The ſubtle Hare darts ſwift beneath his Paws j 
She flies, he ſtretches, now with nimble Bound 


Eager he preſſes on, but overſhoots his Ground, 


She turns, he winds, and ſoon regains the Way, 
Then tears with goary Mouth the ſcreaming Prey. 
What various Sport does rural Life afford ! 


Whas anbooghe Date ber the wholeome Board! | 


Gay, 
Soon as Aurora drives away the Night, - \ 


And edges Eaſtern Clouds with roſy Light ; , 
1 NO The 
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The healthy Huntſman, with a chearful Horn, 
Summons the Dogs, and greets the dappled Morn ; 
The jocund Thunder wakes th' enliven'd Hounds, | 
They rouſe from Sleep, and anſwer Sound for Sounds; 
Wide through the furzy Field their Rout they take, 
'Their bleeding Boſoms force the thorny Brake : 

The flying Game their ſmoaking Noftrils trace, 
No bounding Hedge obſtruQs their eager Pace Th 
The diſtant Mountains echoe from afar, | 
And hanging Woods reſound the flying War; 

The tuneful Noife the ſprightly Courſer hears, 

_ Paws the green Turf, and pricks his trembling Ears; 
The ſlacken'd Rein now gives him all his Speed, 
Back flies the rapid Ground beneath the Steed. 
Hills, Dales, and Foreſts, far behind remain, 

While the warm Scent draws on the * woe eek 
Train. 

Where ſhall' the trembling Hare a Shelter find ? 
Hark ! Death advances in each Guſt of Wind ! 

New Stratagems and doubling Wiles ſhe tries, 
New circling Turns, and now at laſt ſhe flies ; 

Till ſpent at laſt, ſhe pants and heaves for Breath, 
Then lays her down and waits devouring Death. 0. 
Let the keen Hunter from the Chace refrain, 

Nor render all the Plowman's Labour vain, 

When Ceres pours out Plenty from her Horn, 

And cloaths the Fields with Golden Ears of Corn. 
Gay, 

80 the ſtaunch Hound the trembling Deer purſues, _ 

And ſmells bis * in the tainted Dews ; 


5 
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The tedious Track, unravell'd by Degrees; 1 
But when the Scent comes warm 6 8 * 
Fir'd at the near Approach he ſhoots away, yr 


On his full Stretch, and bears upon his Prey. Addi/on; 


| Thus the bold Hound that gives the Lion Chace, 
With beating Boſom, and with eager Pace, 


Hangs on his Haunch, or faſtens on his l 
Guards as he turns, and circles as he wheels. 
A noble Pack, or to maintain his Chace, 
Or ſnuff the Vapour from the ſcented Graſs. 

Addiſon's Ovid, 
The Stag too fingled from the Herd, where long 
He rang'd the branching Monarch of the Shades, 
Before the Tempeſt drives. At firſt in Speed 
He, ſprightly, puts his Faith, and, rous'd by Fear, 
Gives all his ſwift aerial Soul to Flight. | 
Againſt the Breeze he darts, that Way the more 


To leave the leſſening murd'rous Cry behind. 


Deception ſhort ! tho' fleeter than the Winds 
Blown o'er the keen - air d Mountains of the North, 
He burſts the Thickets, glances through the Glades, 
And plunges deep into the wildeſt Wood. | 
If low, yet ſure, adheſive to the Track, 

Hot ſtreaming up behind him come again 

Th' inhuman Rout, and from the ſhady Depth 
Expel him, circling through his ev'ry Shift. 

He ſweeps the Foreſt oft ; and ſobbing ſees 

The Glades mild op'ning to the golden Day; 
Where, in kind Conteſt with his butting Friends, 
He wont to ſtruggle, or his Loves enjoy: 
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Oft in the full deſcending Flood he tries 

To loſe the Scent, and lave his burning ges; 
Oft ſeeks the Herd ; the watchful Herd, darm d, 
With ſelſiſh Care avoids a Brother's Woe. 

What ſhall he do ? His once ſo vivid Nerves, 

So full of buoyant Spirit, now no more 

| Inſpire the Courſe ; but fainting breathfeſs'Toif,, 
Sick, ſeizes on his Heart; he fande at Bay | 
And puts hiv laſt wenk Refuge in Defpair. - 
The big round Tears run down his dappled Face; 
He groans in Anguiſh ; while the growling Pack, 
Blood - happy, hang at his fair jutting Breaſt, 


And mark his beauteous chequer'd Sides with Gore. 


T, e s Seaſons, 


H USBAND-MAN, 
As weary Plowman, ſpent with flubborn Toil, 
Whoſe Oxen long have torn the furrow'd Soil, 
Sees with Delight the Sun's declining Ray,- TT 
When home with feeble Knees he bends his Way 
To late Repaſt (the Day's hard Labour done) 


80 to Ulyſſes welcome ſet the Sun, Pepes Ody/7y. 


HYPOCRISY. 
Sreming Devotion does but gild the Knave, 
That's neither faithful, honeſt, juſt, nor brave; 
But, where Religion does with Virtue join, 


It makes a Hero like an Angel ſhine, Walker. 
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I Tnvades the deadly Aſpie by W. 
big artlully his lender Tall is play'd,. 


Full at his Throap the nimble Seiner Wes; 1 431 
The graſping Snalce expires beneath the Wound, / 
His guſhing Jaws with pois'nous Floods abound, - ? 
And ſhed the fruitleſs Miſchiefs on the Ground. 
| Rowe's Lucan, 
| | E A L 0 USY. 

The greater Care the higher Paſſion ſhews, 
We hold that deareſt, we moſt fear to loſe ; i: 
Diſtruſt in Lovers is too warm a Sun, | 
But yet tis Night in Love when that is gone: 
And, in thoſe Climes which moſt this Scorching 3 
He makes che nobleſt Fruits and Metals grow. 

Dada Congueſt of Granada, 
What Arts can blind a jealous Weman's Ears ? . 
Love the firſt Motion of the Lover hears ; | 


Quick to preſage, W 


n 
A Palace that is more uneaſy far | 
Than thoſe of Cruelty and Abſence are: , 
There conſtant Show'rs of Hail and Rain do flow, 
Continual murmuring Winds around do blow ; 


Eternal 
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Eternal Thunder rolling in the Air, 
And thick dark hanging Clouds the Day obſcure ; 
Whoſe ſullen Dawn all Objects multiplies, . 
And renders Things that are not to the Eyes. 
Phantoms appear by the dull gloomy Light, 


STE SR 


That with ſuch ſubtle Art delude the Sight, 
That one can ſee no Object true or right, — 
I here tranſported and impatient grow, 

And all Things out of Order which I do; 
Haſty and peeviſh ev'ry Thing I ſay, TY 
Suſpicion and Diſtruſt my Paſſion ſway, | 
And bend all Nature that uneaſy Way. Mr:. Bebo. 

Had it pleas'd Heavin 

To try me with Afflictions; had they rain'd 

All Kinds of Sores and Shames on my bare Head; 
Steep'd.me in Poverty to the very Lips; | 
Giv'n to Captivity me and my utmoſt Hopes : 
I ſhould have found in ſome Place of my Soul 
A Drop of Patience ; but, alas! to make me 
The fix'd Figure for the Time of Scorn, 

To point his ſlow and moving Figure at ; 

vet could I bear that too; well! very well; 
But there where I had garner'd up.my Heart, 

Where either I muſt live, or bear no Life; 


JJC TTT 


* . 


The Fountain from the which my Current runs, 

Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence, 

Or keep it as a Ciſlern far foul Toads, 

To knot and gender in! Turn thy Complexion 4 5 

Patience, thou young and roſe-lipp'd Cherubim, 

I here look grim as Hell, Shakeſpeare's Othells. 
- Thou 
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Thou art as bone: 

As 3 Flies are in the Shambles, 1 5 

That quicken ev'n with Blowing. O thou Weed, 

Who art ſo lovely fair, and looks ſo ſweet, 

That the Senſes ake at thee! 1200 | 

Was this fair Paper, this moſt n „ 

Made to write Whore upon? O thou public 9 | 
I ſhould make very Forges of my Cheeks, 4 

That would to Cinders burn up Modeſty, 

Did I but ſpeak thy Deeds, _ 

Heav'n ſtops the Noſe at it; and the Moon . 95 

The bawdy Wind, that kiſſes all it meets, ᷑&: 

Is huſh'd within the bellow Mins of owhe. it: tet * 

And will not hear it. Sha 4's Othello; 


IMMORTALITY; 


"Tis Immortality, 'tis that alone, : 
Amid Life's Pains, Abaſements, Emptneſs, 
The Soul can comfort, elevate, and fill. 2 wil 
That only and that amply this perform 
Lifts us above Life's Pains, her Joys above; 
Their Terror thoſe ; and theſe their Luſtre loſe; 
Eternity depending covers. all ; F 
Eternity depending all enen * 99 v1 
Sets Earth at Diſtance; caſts her into Sade 
Blends her Diſlinctions; abrogates her Power; 
The Low, the Lofty, Joyous, and Severe, | 
Fortune's dread Frowns, and faſcinating Smiles, 
Make one promiſcuous and neglected Heap; 


1 2. 


The Man beneath, if I may n how Man, 
Whom Immortality's full Force inſpires. 


Dang s s, — 


1 M PRECATION. 
O that as oft I have at Athens ſeen © ; 
The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend ; 
80 now in very Deed I might behold 
The pond'rous Earth, and all yon Marble Roof, 


\ 
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Meet like the Hands of Jove, and cruſh NEA : 


For all the Elements and all the Powers 
Celeſtial, nay, Terreſtrial and Infernal, 

Conſpire the Rack of out · caſt Oedipus. 

Fall Darkneſw then, and everlaſting Nr 

Shadow the Globe! may the Sun never drwn 1 

The filver Moan. be blotted from ber Orb ! 

And for a uviiverſal Rout of Nature, 

Through all the inmoſt Chambets of the Sky, | 


May there not be a Glimpſe; one ſtarry Spark ; 
But Gods meet Gods, and juſtle in the Du! 


That Jars may riſe, and Wrath Divine be bur, 


Whick een 


INCHANTM ENT. 
The coldeſt Hearts Theffalian Numbers warm, 
And ruthleſs Boſoms own their potent Charm 


With monſtrous Pow'r they rouſe perverſe De. | 


And kindle into Luſt the Wint'ry Sire: 
Whers venlous e and Pois mot — rap 
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At once the calla the gölden Light agyin ; 4 


When Winds are ode, ber potent Breath prevalh, 


And in 4 Lins the Qriight'Mzander flows.” 
Arar has ruſh'd with headlony Waters e 


No Dat ne e 
Cropp'd from her Younglings by the patient Mare. 
Oft ſullen Bridegrooms, who unkindly fled 
From blooming Beauty, and the genial Bed, 

Melt as the Thread runs on, and fighing, feel © 
The giddy Whirling of à magic Wheel, 
Whene'er the proud Inchantreſs gives Command, | 
Eternal Motion flops her active Hand; 7 
No more Heav'n's rapid Circles journey on, 

But univerſal Nature ſtands fore- done, 1 
The lazy God of Day forgets to riſe, ona: 
And everlaſting Night pollutes the Skies — 2 
Jove:wonders, to beheld her ſhake the Pole, | 
And unconſenting hears* bis Thundert roll. 
Now, with a Word; ſhe hides the Sun's b 
And blots the wide Etheria Azure Sparte: 
Looſely anon ſhe ſhaker her — 
And firaight the ſtormy low'ryHeavias —— 


The Clouds ſiy Iwiſt wway; nd flop he ret Rain 
In ftille Calms ſhe bids the Waves run high, © 
And ſmooths the Deep, tho' Boreas ſhakes the sky. 


Wafts on the Bark, and fills the flagging Sails. 
Streams have run back at Murmurs of een 
And Torrents from the Rock ſuſpended hung. 
No more the Nile his wonged ane 


And driv'n en 3 - 
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Huge Mountains have been levell'd with the Plain, Do f 


And far from Heav'n has tall Olympus lain. Or 11 
Riphzan Cryſtal has been known to melt, On \ 
And Scythian Snows a ſudden Summer fete: MW Vhc 
No longer preſs'd by Cynthia's moiſter Beam, Acts 
Alternate Tethys heaves her ſwelling Stream: Mag 
By Charms forbid, her Tides revolve no more, And 
But ſhun the Margin of the guarded Shore. Can 
The pond'rous Earth, by magic Numbers ew And 
Down to her inmoſt Center deep has ſhook ;-- Nov 
Then rending with a Yawn, at once made Way And 
To join the upper and the nether D); PCut 
While wond' ring Eyes the dreadful Cleft between el 
Another Starry Firmament have ſeen; Till 
Each-deadly Kind, by Nature form'd to kill, { 
Fear the dire Hags, and execute their TAK : 
Lions to them their noble Rage ſabmit, 2 
And fawning Tygers couch beneath their-Feet 3 Thi 
For them the Snake foregoes her wint'ry Hold, Ane 
And on the hoary Froſt untwines her Fold. Nos 
The pois'nous Race they ſtrike with 3 Death, Ane 
And blaſted Vipers die by Human Breath. Ant 
What Law the Heav'nly Nature thus N Wh 
And binds ev'n Godhead in reſiſtleſs Chains? No 
What wond'rous Pow'r do Charms and Herbs imply, No 
And force em thus to follow and tofly?  - No 
What is it can command em to obey ?. 1 Wo 
Does Choice incline, or awful Terror ſway ? He 


Do ſecret Rites their Deities atone, - A Wi 
Or myftic Piety to Man unknown? | 
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Do firong Inchantments all Immortals brave ? Buy 
or is there one determin'd God their Slave? 1 
on whoſe Command obedient Nature awes, of _ = 


Who, ſubje& ſtill himſelf to magic Laws, 

Acts only at a ſervile ſecond Cauſe. 

Magic the Starry Lamps of Heav'n can tear, 
And ſhoot em gleaming through the duſky Air: 
Can blot fair Cynthia s Countenance ſerene, 
And poiſon with foul 8 pells the Silver Queen: 
Now pale the ghaſtly Goddeſs ſhrinks with Dread, z 


t- 1} 


And now black ſmoaky Fires involve her Head; ©. 
Cut off her beamy Brother from her Aid : 


[Held by the charming Song, purſuing Pain, 5 
Till down and downward ſtill compell'd to come, 
On hallow'd ry he "_—_ her fatal Foam. F 
| 4 eus 8 Lucas, 
INC 'H A NTRE 8 * 


This ſaid ; the turns the mangled Carcaſs o'er, 
And wipes from ev'ry Wound the cruſty Gore: 
Now with hot Blood the frozen Breaſt ſhe warms, | 
And with ſtrong Lunar Dews confirms her Charms, 
Anon ſhe mingles ev'ry monſtrous Birth, 
Which Nature wayward and perverſe brings forth : 
Nor Entrails of the ſpotted Lynx ſhe lacks, 
Nor bony Joints from fell Hyzna's Backs ; 
Nor Deer's hot Marrow rich with ſnaky Food ; 
Nor Foam of raging Dogs that fly the Flood.. 
Her Store the tardy Remora ſupplies, 
With Stores from Eagles warm, and Dragons Eyes. 
1 | Snakes 


= 


# 
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Snakes that on Pinions cut their Airy Way, 
And nimbly o'er Arabian Deſarts prey; 
The Viper bred in Erythrzan Streams, 
To guard in coffiy Shells the growing Gems: 


With Aſhes by the dying Phcenix Pac d 


The Slough by Lybia's horned Serpent * * 3 1 


On od'rous Altars in the fragrant 1 
To theſe ſhe joing dire Drogs without a Name, 
A thouſand Poiſans never known. to Fame; 


Herbs oer whoſe Leaves the. Hag bara EPO 


Aud wet with curſed Spittle as they ſprung; 
th ev'ry other Miſchief moſt. abhorr d, 


Hell or worſe. Erichtho could afford. | 
e 
"i N D I A N. 


Lo the poor Indian ! whoſe untutor'd Mind _ 

Sees God in Clauds, os hears him 1 2 

His Soul proud Science never taught to ſtray 

Far as the Solar Walk, or Milky Way; 

Yet ſimple Nature to his Hope has givin 3 

Behind the Cloud - topt Hill an humbler Heavn: 

Some ſafer World in Depth of Woods embrac'd, 

Some happier Iſland in the wat'ry Waſte; 

Where Slaves once more their native Land behold, 

No Friends torment, no Chriſtians thirſt for Gold. 

To be content's his natural Deſire: 

He aſks no Angel's Wings, no Seraph 5 Fire ag 

But thinks, admitted to that equal Sky, 

His faichful Dog ſhall bear him Company. 
Pope's Eſſay on Man. 

1 Go, 


310 IND | The Entertaining: Companion: 


Go, 


Go, like the Indian, in another Life, _ 
Expect thy Dog. thy Bottle, and thy Wiſe. 


WIE. 


[s it in Words to paint you ? O yeFall'a! 
Fall'n from the Wings of Reaſon, ahr 
Erect in Stature, prone in Appetite 
Patrons of Pleafure, poſting into Pain ! 

Lovers of Argument, averſe to Sent! ] 
Boaſters of Liberty, faſt hound in Chains ? 
Lords of the wide Creation, and the Shame! 

More ſenſeleſs than th Irrationals you ſcorn; 
, 9.15 ge 
Far more undone !. O ye moſt infamous 

Of Beings from ſuperior Dignity | _. 

Deepeſt in Woe from Means of boundleſs Bliſs ; 
Ye Curs'd by Bleſlipgs. inſinite ! becauſe - 

Moſt highly favour'd, moſt profoundly | loft ! 

Ye motly Maſs of Contradiction flrong ! 

And are you too, convinc'd, your Souls By off © 


e In Exhalation ſoſt, and die in Air, | 


From the full Flood of Evidence againſt 1 2 
In the coarſe Drudgeries and Sinks of Senſe | 


Your Souls have quite worn out the Make of Heaven, | 


By Vice new-caſt and Creatures of your own ; 
But, tho' you can deform, you can't deftroy ; 
Tm not uncreate, i+ all your Power. 


_ Young's. Night Thigh, 1 
IN OAA T I. 
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312 INQ The Entertaining A 
| INGRATITUDE. | 


To break thy _—_ 
And turn à Rebel to ſo good a Maſter, 
Is an Ingratitude ynmatch'd on Earth: 
The firſt revolting Angels Pride could . 
Do more than thou haſt done ; thou copieſt — 
And ** the black 3 in Vie Wp. 


1  Rowe's —.— 
INNOCENCE. 4: 


O that I had my Innocence again ! 1 
My untouch'd Honour ! but 1 wiſh in vain. 
The Fleece that has been by the Dyer ſtain'd, 


Never again its native Whiteneſs gain d. N | 


Happy the Innocent, whoſe equal Thoughts . 
Are * Fer Angviſh, 28 they are from Faults, 
. alter. 


INQUIETUDE. __ 


A neighbouring Villa, which derives its Name 
From the rude ſullen Miſtreſs of the ſame ; 
A Woman of a ſtrange deform'd Aſpet; _ , 
Peeviſhly penfive, fond of her Neglect; 
She never in one Poſture does remain; ; 
Now leans, lies down, then on her Feet again : - 
Sometimes with Snails ſhe keeps a lazy Pace; 
And ſometimes runs like Furies in a Chace: 
She ſeldom ſhuts her watchful Eyes to Sleep, 
Which pale and lavguid does her Viſage keep: 
| Her looſe neglected Hair diſorder'd grows, 
Which undeſign'd her Fingers diſcompoſe : 
| I | Sti 


b. 
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Or, Poetical Miſcellany. INV 373 
still out of Humour, and deprav'd in Senſe, | 

And contradictive as Impertinence; 

Diſtruſtful as falſe Stateſmen, and as nice 

In Plots, Intrigues, Intelligence, and Spies. Mere. Babe. 


"ANSECEL 
Far oft, engender'd by the hazy North, 
Myriads on Myriads, InſeQ Armies waſle 
Keen in the poiſon'd Breeze; and waſtſul ent,... = 
Through Buds and Bark, into the blacken'd. Core, vr 
Their eager Way. A feeble Race ! yet ofc 
The ſacred Sons of Vengeance! on whole Courſe _ 
Corroſive Famine waits, and kills the Year. | 

n — 0 | 

Thus when the Nile from Pharian Fields is fled, | 
And ſeeks with ebbing Tides his ancient Beds 
The fat Manure. with Heav'nly Fire is warm 4. 
And cruſted Creatures as in Wombs are form'd: 
Theſe, when they turn the Glebe, the Peaſants find 
dome rude and yet unfiniſh'd in their Kind- 
Short of their Limbs, a lame imperſect Bim, * 2 0 
One Half alive, and one of. lifeleſs Earth. Rowwe' ly ; 


INV OCATION. Sas Musk. 


day, Muſe, what Cauſes could o far incenſe | N A 

Celeſtial Pow'rs, and what the dire Offence, © 

That mov'd Heav'n's awful Expreſs to impoſe = 

On ſach a pious Prince a Weight of Woes, © 

Expos'd to Dangers, and with Toils oppreſt? 

Can 1 ſo ore n an Heav'nly Breaſt? 

Pitt's Viell. 6 

vo L. 1. N > Now, 
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314 INV The Entertaining Companion : 
Now, Goddeſs ! aid thy Poet, while he ſings - - F 


The State of Latium, and her ancient Kings ; B 
Her dark Confuſions from their Birth explores, 
When firſt the Trojans reach'd th' Heſperian Shores. 
Thou, thou, great Erato ! my Soul inſpire, C 
To ſing each furious Fight with equal Fire. v 
A mightier Work, a fiobler Scene appears ; T5 
A long, long Series of deſtructive Wars | 
Kings againſt Kings engag'd in dire Alarnis ! 81 
And all * N to all the gy of Arms ! A 
Piti: Virgil. A 
Come: Inſpiration, from thy Hermit Seat, * 
By Mortals ſeldom found: May Fancy dare, M 
From thy fix'd ſerious Eye and raptur'd Glance, H 
Shot on furrounding Heaven, to ſteal one Look, O 
Creative of the Poet, every Power 
Exalting to an Extaey of Soul. Tom ent Sehr. 
Thou, who didf touch The Lip of Jeſſe's Son, A 
Wrapp'd in ſweet Contemplation of theſe Fires, N. 
And ſet his Harp in Concert with the Spheres ! N 
While of thy Works material the Supreme _ N. 
I dare attempt, affiſt my daring Song. Ut 
| Looſe me from Earth's Incloſure, from/the Sun's W 
Contrated Circle ſet my Heart at large; " 
Eliminate my Spirit, give it Range 
Through Provinces of Thought yet unexplor'd 9 T1 
Teach me, by this ſtupendous Scaffolding, _. Ar 
Creation's glorious Steps, to climb to thee, _ Et. 
Teach me with Art great Nature te controul, . W. 
4 And ſpread a Luſtre o er the Shades of Night, 
| 


t.. 


Or, Poetical Mela. 181. 3 x 5 
Feel I thy kind Afﬀent ? And ſhall the Sun 
Be ſeen at — riſing in my Song ? 
Young's Night min. 
JOVE. % FUEL L-ER 
O firſt and greateſt Pow'r, whom all obey, 
Who high on. Ida's _— Mountain ſway. 
_ Pope's Liad. 
| 7 OY. 3 
She bids me hope! Heav'ns ! ſhe pities me; 
And Pity ſlill fore. runs approaching Love, 5 
As Lightning does the Thunder. Tune your Harps, 
Ye Angels, to that Sound ! and thou, my Heart, 
Make Room to entertain thy flowing Joys : 
Hence all my Griefs, and ev'ry anxious Care, 
One Look, and one kind Glance can cure Deſpair. 
Dryden's Span. Friar. 
 * Wy charm'd Ears never knew 
A Sound of ſo much Rapture, ſa much Joy : 
Not Voices, Inſtruments, nor warbling Birds, 
Not Winds, nor murmuring Waters join'd in Concert, 
Not tuneful Nature, nor th' acceding Spheres, | 
Utter ſuch Harmony, as when my Selima 
With down- caſt Looks and Bluſhes faid, I love. 
*  Rowe's Tamirlane, 
FoxTunatse ISLANDS. 
The happy Iſles, where endleſs Pleaſures wait, 
Are ſtil'd by tuneful Barde, the Fortunate : 
Eternal Spring with fmiling Verdure here 
Warms the mild Air, and crowns the youthful Year.” 
72 From 


5 Hence through the boundleſs Void we nimbly move, 


316 JUP The Entertaining Companion 
From cryſtal Rocks tranſparent Rivulets flow ; 15 
The Roſe ſtill bluſhes, and the Violets blow. 

The Vine undreſs'd her ſwelling Cluſters bears; 
The lab'r ring Hind the mellow Olive chears : 
Bloſſoms and Fruits at once the Citron ſhows, 1 
And, as ſhe pays, diſcovers ftill ſhe owes; gud Þ 
And the glad Orange courts the am'rous Maid 

With Golden Apples, and a S.lken Shade. 

No Blaſts e'er diſcompoſe the piercing Sky 4 

The Springs but murmur, and the Winds but ſigh.. 
The tuneful Swans on gliding Rivers float, | 
And warbling Dirges die on every Note. . 
Where Flora treads, her Zephyr Garlands flings, 
Shaking rich Odours from his purple Wings: 

And Birds from Woodbine Bow' rs and Jeſs" mine 8 
Chaunt their glad Nuptials, and unenvy'd Love. 
Mild Seaſons, riſing Hills, and ſilent Dales, ! 


11 1 - 


a Wood 


Cool Grottoes, ſilver Brooks, and flow* ry Vales, ̃ 
In this beſt Climate all the circling Year prevails. 
Garth's Diſpenſary. 
PLANET 7 UPITER. 


And reach the wide extended |} lains of Jove, 
Here the ſtern Tyrant ſways an Iron Rod; 
A thouſand Vaſſals tremble at his Nod. 

How ſhort the Period of a Tyrant's Date ! 
The pois'nous Phial ſpeeds the Work of Fate : 
Scarce is the proud imperious Tyrant dead, 
But, lo ! a ſecond lords it in his Stead. 


1 09 i) =» 
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| Here 
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Than Thirſt of Gold, and Avarice of Sway. 


o  Poetical Miſceliag: JUP 317. o 
Here Peace as common Merchandize is ſold, 
Heav'n's firſt great Bleſſing for pernicious Gold: 
War ſoon ſucceeds, the ſturdy Squadrons ftand, 5 
Wide o'er the Fields a formidable Band; | 


With num rous Fleets they croud the groaning Main, 


And triumph for the Victories they feign : 

Again in ſtrict Alliances unite, * 

Till Diſcord raiſe again the Phantom of a Fight. 
Agam they fail ; again the Troops prepare 

Their Faulchions for the Mockery of War. 

The Son inhuman ſeeks his Father's Life, 

The Slave his Maſter's, and her Lord's the Wife. 
With Vengeance thus their kindling Boſoms fire, 
Since Jove uſurp'd the Sceptre of his Sire. 

Thence Poiſons, Perjuries, and Bribes betray ; 
Nor other Paſſions do their Souls obey, : 


Smart. 
JUPITER. 


Now wide unfold th' eternal Gates of Jove, 
Th' Ztherial King convenes the Powers above, 
Beneath his Eye, both Hoſts, in full Survey, 
The ſpacious: World, and vaſt Creation lay; 
There in the Starry Courts, inthron'd on high, 
Sat the majeſtic Senate of the Sky. Pitt's Virgil. 
O thou, whoſe Thunder rends the clouded Air, 

Who in the Heav'n of Heav'ns haſt fix d thy Throne, 


Supreme of Gods! unbounded and alone! _ 
| Pope's Nad. 


P3 80 
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318 KIN Te Entertaining. Companion : 
So Jove decrees, reſiſtleſs Lord of all! 
At whoſe Command whole Empires riſe or fall: 

He ſhakes the feeble Prop of Human Truſt; 
And Towns and Armies humble to the Duſt. 


TEE. Pope's Iliad. 
i eee 
Of all the Virtues Juſtice is the beſt ; 
Valour, without it, is a common Peſt: | 
Pyrates and Thieves, too oft with Courage g grac'd, 
Shew us how ill that Virtue may be plac'd : 
'Tis our Complexion makes us chaſte or brave: 
Juſtice from Reaſon and from Heav'n we have: 
All other Virtues dwell but in the Blood ; 
That's in the Soul, and gives the Name of Good. 
| Maler. 
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Juſlice her equal Scale aloft diſplays, | 
And ä boch Human and Divine ſhe weighs. Sa. 
Scott's T, able Y Cebit. 


5 8 
1 1 

HAT is a King? A Man condemn'd to bear 

The public Burthen of the Nation's Care; 
Now crown'd ſome- angry Faction to appeaſe; 
Now falls a Victim to the People's Eaſe : | 
From the firſt Blooming of his ill-taught Youth, 
Nouriſh'd in Flatt'ry, and eftrang'd from Truth: 
At Home ſurrounded by a ſervile Crowd, 
Prompt to abuſe, and in Detraction loud: I. © 
Abroad begirt with Men, and Swords, and Spears ; T 
His very State acknowledging his Fears: 

| Marching 


I II! , ß nc. 


Or, Poetica! Miſcellany. KIN 319 

Marching amidſt a thouſand Guards, he ſhows ba. 
His ſecret Terror of a thouſand ' Foes ; 
In War however prudent, great, or brave, 
To blind Events and fickle Chance a Slave ; | 
Seeking to ſettle what for ever flies, 
Sure of the Toil, uncertain of the Prize. 

But he returns with Conqueſt on his Brow, _ 
Brings up the Triumph, and abſolves the Vow ; 


The joyful Citizens tumultous ride, 

Echoing his Glory, gratify his Pride. | 
What is this Triumph? Madneſs, Shouts, and Noiſe, 
One great Collection of the People's Voice. | 

The Wretches he brings back, in Chains relate 

What may To-morrow be the Victor': Fate. 

The Spoils and Trophies, borne before him, ſhow . 


The Captive Gen'rals to his Car are ty'd, q 


National Loſs, and Epidemic Woe; | 

Various Diſtreſs, which he and his may know. 

Does he not mourn the valiant Thouſands ſlain ; 

The Heroes, once the Glory of the Plain; 

Left in the Conflict of the fatal Day, 

Or the Wolf's Portion, or the Vulture's Prey, 

Does he not weep the Laurel, which he'wears, 

Wet with the Soldier's Blood, and Widow's Tears ? 
See, where he comes, the Darling of the War?! 

See, Millions crowding round the gilded Car! = 

In the vaſt Joys of this extatic Hour, © 


And full Fruition of ſucceGful Pow rj 


One Moment and one Thought might let him ſcan 
The various Turns of Life, and fickle State of Man. 
OE 2: Are 
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320 KIN The Enter laining Companion : 


Are the dire Images of ſad Diſtruſt, | 
And popular Change obſcur'd amid the Daft, 
That riſes from the Victor's rapid Wheel? _ 
Can the loud Clarion, or ſhrill Fife, repel 
The inward Cries of Care ? Can Nature's Voice 
Plaintive be drown'd, or lefſen'd in the Noiſe; 
Though Shouts as Thunder loud afflict the Air, 
Stun the Birds now releas'd, and ſhake the Iv'ry Chair ? 
. Yon' Crowd (he might reflect) yon' joyful Crowd, 
Pleas'd with my Honours, in my Praiſes loud, 
(Should fleeting Victory to the Vanquiſh'd go; 
Should ſhe depreſs my Arms, and raiſe the Foe) 
Would, for that Foe, with equal Ardour wait 
At the high Palace, or the crowded Gate; 
With reſtleſs Rage would pull my Statues down ; 
And caſt the Braſs anew to his Renown. | 

O impotent Defire of Worldly Sway ! 
That I, who make the Triumph of To-day, 
May of To-morrow's Pomp one Part appear, 
Ghaſtly with Wounds, and lifeleſs on the Bier ! 


Then (Vileneſs of Mankind!) then of all theſe, 


Whom my dilated Eye with Labour ſees, 

Would one, alas ! repeat me good or great, | 
Waſh my pale Body, or bewail my Fate? — 

Or, march'd I chain'd behind the hoſtile Car, 

The ViRor's Paſtime, and the Sport of War; 

Would one, would one his pitying Sorrow lend, 


Or be ſo poor, to own he was my Friend ? 
Prior's Solomon. 


wy | Monarch's : 


a Goes As iS SY ond OL. 


Golden in Shew, i is but a Crown of Thorns ; 
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or, Poetical Miſcellany.” KNO 321 
| A Monarch's Crown, 


Brings Dangers, Troubles, Cares, and OI” Nights, | 
To him who wears the Regal Diadem ; | | 
When on his Shoulders each Man's Burthen lies: 


For therein lies the Office of a King; 


His Honour, Virtue, Merit, and chief Praiſe, 

That for * Public all its Weight he bears. | 
Milton's Paradiſe oy 

Oh poliſh'd Perturbation ! Golden Care 

That keeps the Ports of Slumber open wide 

To many a watchſul Night: Oh Majeſty ! - 

When thou doſt pinch thy Bearer, thou doſt fit, + 


Like a rich Armour, worn in Heat of Day, 
1 hat ſcalds with Safety. 


Shakeſpeare's Henry IV. 
ENAVE. 
Yes, while I live, no rich or noble Knave 


Shall walk the World, in Credit, to his Grave. | 


2 Pope's Imitations of Herace, 
e KNOWLEDGE. 

Forc'd by reflective Reaſon, I confeſs, 

That Human Science is uncertain Gueſs. 

Alas! we graſp at Clouds, and beat the Air, 

Vexing that Spirit we intend to clear. 

Can Thought beyond the Bounds of Matter climb2 - 

Or who ſhall tell me what is Space or Time ? 


To what our Maker to their Ken denies ; 
The Searcher follows faſt; the Object faſter flies. 


In vain we lift up our preſumptuous Eyes 
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322 KNO ) The Entertaining Compaon + 
The lite, which imperfe8ly we find, = 1 


| Seduces only the bewilder'd Mind 


To fruitleſs Search of ſomething yet behind. 


Opinions often turn; ſtill Doubts remain 3 
And who indulges Thought, increaſes Pain, 
How narrow Limits were to Wiſdom giv*n* 


Various Diſcuſſions tear our heated Brain: Lo ? 


Earth ſhe ſurveys ; ſhe thence would meaſure Heav'n : 


Through Miſts obſcure now wings her tedious Way F 
Now wanders dazzl'd with too bright a Day; 
And from the Summit of a pathleſs Coat 
Sees Infinite, and in that Path is loſt. 
Remember, that the curs'd Defire to know, 


wo 


Offspring of Adam, was thy Source ef Woe. 


Why wilt thou then renew the vain Purſuit, 
And raſhly catch at the forbidden Fruit ? 


With empty Labour and eluded Strife 


Seeking, by Knowledge, to attain to Life ;- 
For ever from that fatal Tree debarr'd, 
Which flaming Swords and angry Cherubs guard. 


Prior's Solomons 
Say firſt of God above, or Man below, 


What can we reaſon but from what we know '$ 
Of Man what ſee we but his Station here, 


From which to Reaſon, or to which refer ! 


Through Worlds unnumber'd tho' the God be known, 


"Tis our's to trace him only in our own. 

He, who through vaſt Immenſity can pierce, 

See Worlds on Worlds compoſe one Univerſe, 
Obſerve how Syſtem into Syſtem runs 


les other Suns, 
What other Planet circles other Su Wha 
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| Hap \Potrical Miſcellany, ** * 
What varied Beings people ev'ry Stur, wk. 
May tell why 8 
But of this Frame the Bearings and the Ties, 
The ſtrong Connections, nice Dependencies, 
8 Gradations juſt, has thy pervading Soul _ 
Look'd through ? Or cans Part comtain the Whole 
Is the great. Chain, thatdraws all to-agree, |, 
: And drawn fupports, upheld by God, or these 
Preſumptuous Man l the Reaſon would 'ſt thou find, 
Why form'd ſo weak, ſo little, and ſo blinddꝰd! 
Firſt, if thou can'ſt, the harder Reaſon gueſs, 
Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and no les??? 
Aſk of thy Mother Earth, why Oaks are made 
Taller or ſtronger than the Weeds they ſhade ? 
Or aſk of vonder argent Fields above, we; 
Why Jove's Satellites are leſs than Jove ? 
Of Syſtems poſſible it is confeſt, . 
I That Wiſdom infinite muſt form the beſt; EE F 
And all that gies, ziſe in due Degrees ' 
Then, in the Scale of reas'aing Life, 'tis plain, = 
There muſt be ſomewhere ſuch a Rank as Man: 
And all the Queſtion (wrangle e er ſo long) "of 
Is only this, If God has plac'd him wrong ! | 9 
n, Pope's Ei en Man. 
Go, wondyeuy Otte mount where Science guides; 3 
Go, meaſure Earth, weigh Air, and ſtate the Tides ; | on : 


Inſtruct the Planets in what Orb to run ; RE | 
Correct old Time, and regulate the Sun: 5 


iat 


324 KNO The Entertaining Companion : | 
Go, ſoar with Plato to th' Empyreal Sphere, © 

To the firſt good, firſt perfect, and firſt fair; 
Or tread the mazy Round his Followers trod, 

And Quitting Senſe call Imitating God; 

As Eaſtern Prieſts in giddy Circles run, 
And turn their Heads to imitate the Sun, | 

Go, teach eternal Wiſdom how to rule 

Then drop into thyſelf, and be a Fool. 

Saperior Beings, when of late they ſaw 

A mortal Man unfold all Nature's Law, 
Admir'd ſuch Wiſdom in an earthly Shape, 

And ſhew'd a Newton as we ſhew an Ape. 

Could he, whoſe Rules the rapid Comet bind, 

Deſcribe or fix one Movement of his Mind ? 
Who ſaw its Fires here riſe, and there deſcend,  * 
Explain his own Beginning, or his End? | 
Alas, what Wonder! Man's ſuperior Part 
Uncheck'd may riſe, and climb from Art to Art; 
But, when his own great Work is but begun, 
What Reaſon A wr Paſtion is undone. 


TOP ar an | 
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